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VOLUME II 

"Fiona MacLeod" 



CHAPTER I 

THE pseudonym! 

Fharais 

The suiiimer of 1893 was hot and sunny: 
and we delighted in our little garden with 
its miniature lawns, its espalier fruit trees 
framing the vegetable garden, and its juvenile 
but to us fascinating flower beds. Horsham, 
our nearest town, was seven miles distant and 
the village of Rudgwick lay a mile away up 
a steady ascent beyond the station. WiUiam 
Sharp was happy once more to be resident in 
the country, although the surroundings were 
not a type of scenery that appealed to him. 
But, as he wrote to a friend, it was not so 
much the place that he liked " as what is in 
it conducive to that keen perturbation, elation, 
excitement of mind, which is life worth liv- 
ing. 

At Phenice Croft his imagination was in 
a perpetual ferment. Out of the projected 
work that he had noted in his diary, out of 
those subjects that lay in his mind to ger- 



William Sharp 

mmate and mature, or to wither and be re- 
jected, grew one or two achievements ; and in 
particular after the completion of Vistas, a 
romance of the Isles, Pharais, about which 
his friend George Cotterell in acknowledging 
a copy of the Dramatic Interludes, wrote to 
the author: 

" Vistas should mark a point in your career 
from which you should go forward to greater 
things. I am eager to see the Celtic 
romance." 

The quiet and leisure at Phenice Croft, the 
peace, the "green life" around were un- 
speakably welcome to my husband. Once 
again, he saw visions and dreamed dreams; 
the psychic subjective side of his dual nature 
predominated. He was in an acutely creative 
condition; and, moreover he was passing 
from one phase of literary work to another, 
deeper, more intimate, more permanent. So 
far, he had found no adequate method for 
the expression of his "second self" though 
the way was led thereto by Sospiri di Roma 
and Vistas. 

The Sospiri di Roma was the turning 
point. Those unrh)mied poems of irregular 
metre are filled not only with the passionate 
delight in life, with the sheer joy of existence, 
but also with the ecstatic worship of beauty 



The Pseudonym 

that possessed him during those spring 
months we spent in Rome, when he had cut 
himself adrift for the time from the usual 
routine of our life, and touched a high point 
of health and exuberant spirits. There, at 
last, he had found the desired incentive 
towards a true expression of himself, in the 
stimulus and s)rmpathetic understanding of the 
friend to whom he dedicated the first of the 
books published under his pseudon)rm. This 
friendship began in Rome and lasted through- 
out the remainder of his life. 

And though this newer phase of his work 
was at no time the result of collaboration, as 
certain of his critics have suggested, he was 
deeply conscious of his indebtedness to this 
friend, for — as he stated to me in a letter 
of instructions, written before he went to 
America in 1896, concerning his wishes in 
the event of his death — he realised that it 
was "to her I owe my development as 
' Fiona Macleod ' though, in a sense of course, 
that began long before I knew her, and in- 
deed while I was still a child," and that, as 
he believed, " without her there would have 
been no * Fiona Macleod.' " 

Because of her beauty, her strong sense of 
life and of the joy of life; because of her 
keen intuitions and mental altertness, her per- 



sottalky stood for him as a symbol of tbe 
heroic women of Greek and Celtic dsgfs, a 
symbol that> as he expressed it> imlocked new 
doors in bis nmid and put him '' in touch with 
ancestral memories" of his race. So, for a 
time, he stilled the critical, intellectual mood 
of William Sharp to give play to the deve- 
lopment of this new found expression of 
subtler emotions, towards which he had been 
moving with all the ardour of his nature. 

From then tilt the end of his life there was 
a continual play of the two forces in him, 
or of the two sides of his nature: of the 
intellectually observant, reasoning mind — the 
actor, and of the intuitively observant, spirit- 
ual mind — the dreamer, which differentiated 
more and more one from the other, and re- 
quired different conditions,^ different environ- 
ment, different stimuli, until he seemed to be 
two personalities in one. It was a deve- 
lopment which, as it proceeded, produced a 
tremendous strain on Im physical and mental 
resources; and at one time between 1897-8 
threatened him with a complete nervous 
collapse. 

And there was for a time distinct opposi- 
tion between these two natures which made it 
extremely difficult for him to adjust his life, 
for the two cmditions were equally im- 
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The Pseudonym 

perative in their demands upon him. His 
preference, naturally, was for the intimate 
creative work which he knew grew out of 
his inner self; tiiough the exigencies of life, 
his dependence on his pen for his livdihood 
— and, moreover the keen active interest 
" William Sharp " took in all die movements 
of the day, literary and political, at home and 
abroad — required of him a great amoaiit of 
applied study and work. 

During those two years at Phenice Croft* 
to which he always looked hack with dec^ 
thankfulness, he was the dreamer — be was 
testing his new powers, living his new life, 
and delighting in the opportunity for psychic 
experimentation. And for such experiment^ 
tion tiie place seemed to him to be peculiarly 
suited To me it seemed '' tmcanny/' and to 
have a haunted atmosphere — created un« 
questionably by him — that I found difficult 
to live in, unless the sun was fining. This 
uncanny effect was felt by more than one 
friend ; by Mr. Murray Gilchrist, for instance^ 
whose impressions were described by his host 
in one of the short " Tragic Landscapes." 

Pharais was the first of the bodes written 
and published under the pseudonym of 
** Fiona Madeod." The first reference to it 
is in die afore noted diary: *' Have also done 
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the first part of a Celtic romance called 
Pharais." The next is in a letter written to 
Mrs. Janvier from St. Andrews, on 12th 
August, 1893, before the author had decided 
on the use of a pseudonym: 

". . . The white flowers you speak of are 
the moon-daisies, are they not ? — what we call 
moonflowers in the west of Scotland and ox- 
eye daisies in England, and marguerites in 
France? ... It is very strange that you 
should write about them to me just as I was 
working out a scene in a strange Celtic tale 
I am writing, called Pharais, wherein the 
weird charm and terror of a night of tragic 
significance is brought home to the reader (or 
I hope so) by a stretch of dew- wet moon- 
flowers glimmering white through the mirk 
of a dusk laden with sea mists. Though this 
actual scene was written a year or two ago — 
and one or two others of the first part of 
Pharais — I am going to re-write it, your 
letter having brought some subtle inspiration 
with it. Pharais is a foil to the other long 
story I am working at. While it is full of 
Celtic romance and dream and the glamour 
of the mysterious, the other is a comedy of 
errors — somewhat in the nautre, so far, of 
A Fellowe and His Wife (I mean as to style). 
In both, at least the plot, the central action, 
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the germinal motif, is original i though I for 
one lay little stress on extraneous originality 
in comparison with that inner originality of 
individual life. • . . I have other work on the 
many occupied easels in the studio of my 
mind: but of nothing of this need I speak at 
present. Of minor things, the only one of 
any importance is a long article on a subject 
wherein I am (I suppose) the only specialist 
among English men of letters — the Belgian 
literary Renaissance since 1880. It is entitled 
*La Jeune Belgique/ and will appear in (I 
understand) the September number of The 
Nineteenth Century, . . 

"... We must each * gang our ain gait/ 
I'm singularly indifferent to what other people 
think in any matter where I feel strongly 
myself. Perhaps it is for this reason that I 
am rarely *put out' by adverse criticism or 
opinion — except on technical shortcomings. 
I do a lot of my own work here lying out 
on the sand-dunes by the sea. Yesterday I 
had a strange experience. I was writing in 
pencil in Pharais of death by the sea — and 
almost at my feet a drowned corpse was 
washed in by the tide and the slackening 
urgency of the previous night's gale. The 
body proves to be that of a man from the 
opposite Forfar coast. It had been five days 

in the water, and death had played havoc with 
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his dignity of lifeless manhood. I learned 
later that his companion had been found three 
days ago, tide-drifted in the estuary of the 
Tay. It was only a bit of flotsam, in a sense, 
but that poor derelict so sullenly surrendered 
of the sea dianged for me, for a time, the 
aspect of those blithe waters I love so well. 
In the evening I walked along the same sands. 
The sea purred like a gigantic tigress, with a 
whisper of peace and rest and an infinite 
sweet melancholy. What a sepulchral 
fraud. ... 

" Life seems to move, now high and serene 
and incredibly swift as an albatross cleaving 
the upper air, now as a flood hurled across 
rocks and chasms and quicksands. But it is 
all life — even the strangely still and quiet 
backwaters, even, indeed, the same healthftA 
commonplace lagoons where one havens so 
gladly often. . . ." 

Three months later, he wrote to Mr. Rich- 
ard Stoddard and proposed for serial publica- 
tion in Lippincoits a romance to be called 
Nostalgia — which was never written. In 
the same letter he speaks of " another story, 
Pharais/' which he describes as "written 
deeply in the Celtic spirit and from the Celtic 
standpoint.'' Neither suggestion was ac- 
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The Pseudonym 

cepted: and the author decided to issue 
Pharais as soon as possible in book form, and 
not under his own name. 

When in the following year the book was 
published the author, forgetting that he had 
ever written Mrs. Janvier about it, sent a 
copy of it to her, and said merely that it 
was a book in which he was interested. 
Whereupon she wrote and asked if the book 
were not his own, and he replied : 

". . . Yes, Pharais is mine. It is a book 
out of my heart, out of the core of my heart. 
I wrote it with the pen dipped in the very 
ichor of my life. It has reached people more 
than I dreamt of as likely. In Scotland es- 
pecially it has stirred and created a new move- 
ment. Here, men like George Meredith, 
Grant Allen, H. D. Traill, and Theodore 
Watts hailed it as a ' work of genius.' Ignored 
in some quarters, abused in others, and 
unheeded by the 'general reader,* it has yet 
had a reception that has made me deeply glad. 
It is the beginning of my true work. Only one 
or two know I am * Fiona Maclcod.' Let you 
and my dear T. A. J. preserve my secret. I 
trust you. 

" You will find more of me in Pharais than 
in anything I have written. Let me add that 

II 
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you will find The Mountain Larders, at which 
I am now writing when I can, more elemental 
still, while simpler. ... By blood I am part 
Celt, and partly so by upbringing, by Spirit 
wholly so. . . . One day I will tell you of 
some of the strange old mysteries of earlier 
days I have part learned, and part divined, 
and other things of the spirit You can un« 
derstand how I cannot do my true work, in 
this accursed London." 

A little later he wrote: 

"... I resent too close indentification with 
the so-called Celtic renaissance. If my work 
is to depend solely on its Gaelic connection, 
then let it go, as go it must. My work must 
be beautiful in itself — Beauty is a Queen 
and must be served as a Queen. 

". . . You have asked me once or twice 
about F. M.,. why I took her name : and how 
and when she came to write Pharais. It is 
too complex to tell you just now. . . . The 
name was born naturally: (of course I had 
associations with the name Macleod). It, 
^iona, is very rare now. Most Highlanders 
would tell you it was extinct — even as the 
diminutive of Fionaghal (Flora). But it is 
not. It is an old Cdtic name (meaning 'a 

12 



The Pseudonym 

fair maid ') still occasionally to be found. I 
know a little girl, the daughter of a High- 
land clergyman, who is called Fiona. All my 
work is so intimately wrought with my own 
experiences that I cannot tell you about 
Pharais, etc., without telling you my whole 
life." 

As a matter of fact Pharais was not the first 
written expression of the new work. It was 
preceded by a short story entitled " The Last 
Fantasy of James Achanna'* that in the 
autumn of 1893 was sent to The Scots Ob- 
server. It was declined by Mr. Henley who, 
however, wrote a word of genuine encourage- 
ment. He accepted Mr. Henley's decision, 
and the story was never reprinted in its first 
form. It was re-written several times ; it was 
included in The Dominion of Dreams as ** The 
Archer." During the writing of Pharais the 
author began to realise how much the feminine 
element dominated in the book, that it grew 
out of the subjective, or feminine side of his 
nature. He, therefore, decided to issue the 
book under the name of Fiona Macleod, that 
"flashed ready made" into his mind. Mrs. 
Janvier wrote later and asked why he, a man, 
chose to send forth good work under the 
signature of a woman. He answered: 

13 
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"... I can write out of my heart in a way 
I could not do as William Sharp, and indeed 
I could not do so if I were the woman Fiona 
Macleod is supposed to be, unless veiled in 
scrupulous anon)rmity. . . . 

"This rapt sense of oneness with nature, 
this cosmic ecstasy and elation, this wayfar- 
ing along the extreme verges of the common 
world, all this is so wrought up with the 
romance of life that I could not bring myself 
to expression by my outer self, insistent and 
tyrannical as that need is. . . . My truest self, 
the self who is below all other selves, and 
my most intimate life and joys and suffer- 
ings, thoughts, emotions and dreams, must 
find expression, yet I cannot save in this hid- 
den way." 

He was wont to say " Should the secret be 
found out, Fiona dies." Later in the year he 
wrote: "Sometimes I am tempted to believe 
I am half a woman, and so far saved as I am 
by the hazard of chance from what a woman 
can be made to suffer if one let the light of 
the common day illuminate the avenues and 
vistas of her heart. . . ." 

A copy of Vistas and one of Pharais were 
sent to George Meredith, who wrote in 
acknowledgment to the author: 

14 
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Box Hill, July s, 1894. 
Dear Mr. Sharp, . 

"Vistas" gave me pleasure, and a high 
lift at times. There is the breath in it. Only 
beware of a hurried habit of mind that comes 
of addiction to Impressionist effects. They 
engender that mood in readers ultimately. 

" Pharais " is in many respects most ad- 
mirable — pure Celtic salt. I should have 
written to thank the writer before this: but 
I am at work up to an hour of the dinner 
bell day by day at the finish of this novel — 
and not too happy about it. 

Will you beg Miss Macleod's excuse of me 
for the moment? Her book is one to fly 
sure to the mark. I hope you will come to 
me in September, when I shall be back there. 

Give my warm respects to your wife. 

Ever faithfully yours, 
George Meredith. 

The following letter to Mr. Grant Allen is 
one of the earliest that were signed with the 
pseudon3mi: 

1894. 
Dear Sir, 

I have only now ascertained that you arc 
in England. I was informed that you were 
in the south of France. Some short time ago 

IS 
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I asked Mr. Frank Murray of Derby to for- 
ward to you a copy of my just published 
romance Pharais. I now write to ask if you 
will accept it as a slight token of homi^ 
from the youngest and latest of Celtic writers 
to the most brilliant champion of the Celtic 
genius now living. I do not, however, send 
it by way of inveigling you to write about it, 
much as any word of yours would mean to 
me both in service and honour : but primarily 
because of your deep and vivid sympathy not 
only with nature but with the Celtic vision of 
nature — and, also, let me add, because of the 
many delightful hours I have enjoyed with 
your writings. 

Faithfully yours, 
Fiona Maclbod. 

Mr. Grant Allen replied: 

The Cboft^ Hindhbao. 
Dear Madam^ 

I thank you for your book, and still more 
for your charming and too flattering letter. 
Pharais strikes me as a beautiful and poetical 
piece of work. It is instinct with the dreamy 
Celtic genius, and seems to come to us 
straight from the Isles of the Dead. That 
shadowy Ossianic spirit, as of your misty 
straits and your floating islands, reminds me 
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exactly of the outlook from the western 
mountains over the summer-blue belted sea 
as I saw it once on an August morning at 
Oban. Too shadowy, sometimes, and too 
purely poetical, I fear, for your Saxon readers. 
But the opening sentences are beautiful, and 
the nature^studies and the sense of colour 
throughout are charming. Now, sifter so 
much praise, will you forgive a few questions 
and a word of criticism ? You are, t take it, 
a young writer, and so an older hand may 
give you a hint or two. Don't another time 
interlard your English with Gaelic. Even a 
confirmed Celtomoniac like myself finds it a 
trifle distracting. Don't say "the English," 
and "the Gaelic." Give a little more story 
to less pure poetry. Of course I recognise 
that your work is an idyll, not a novel, a 
cameo, not a woodcut; but even so, it seems 
to me a trifle too dreamy. Forgive this 
frankness, and remember that success still 
lies in the lap of the Saxon. Also that we 
Celts have our besetting sins, and that per- 
fection in literature lies in avoiding excess 
in any direction, even that of one's own best 
qualities. Now a question or two — because 
you interest me. How in English letters 
would you write Pharais phonetically, or as 
near it as our clumsy southern lips can com- 

17 
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M 

pass? (I have not "the Gaelic," and my 
Celtic blood is half Irish, half Breton.) And 
how "Fiona?" Is it something like Feena? 
And arc you Miss or Mrs.? And do you live 
in Edinburgh? If ever you come south, we 
hope you will let us know; for my wife read 
your book before I did, and interested me in 
it by sketching the story for me. Now see 
how long a letter I have written unto you, 
going the Apostle one better, with my own 
left hand: only the busiest man in England 
could have found time to do it 

Faithfully yours. 

Grant Allen. 

Questions as to the identity of the author 
were already " in the air " ; " F. M.*s " answer 
to Mr. Allen shows that the author f dt ** her " 
security menaced: 

Kjlcreggan, Abgyll, 

1894. 
Dear Mr. Grant Allen, 

You arc very kind indeed — both to write 
to me, you who are so busy, and to promise 
to do an3rthing you can for my book. It is 
very good of you. Truly, it is the busiest 
people who find time to do what is impossible 
to idle folk. . . . 

I have just had a letter of deeply gratify- 

18 
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ing praise and recognition from Mr. George 
Meredith, who says he finds my work " rare 
and distinctive." He writes one phrase, 
memorable as coming from him: "Be sure 
that I am among those readers of yours whom 
you kindle." 

Permit me, dear Mr. Allen, to make a small 
request of you. If you are really going to 
be so kind as to say an3rthing about my book 
I trjist you will not hint playfully at any 
other authorship having suggested itself to 
you — or, indeed, at my name being a 
pseudon3rm And, sure, it will be for pleas- 
ure to me if you will be as scrupulous with 
Mr. Meredith or anyone else in private, as 
in public, if chance should ever bring my in- 
significant self into any chit-chat 

My name is really Fiona (i. e. Fionnaghal 
— of which it is the diminutive: as Maggie, 
Nellie, or Dair are diminutives of Margaret, 
Helen, or Alasdair). 

I hope to have the great pleasure of seeing 
Mrs. Allen and yourself when (as is prob- 
able) I come south in the late autumn or 
sometime in November. 

Sincerely and gratefully yours, 

Fiona Macleod. 
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St. Ahorews, 1894. 

Dear Mft. Grant Allen, 

How generous you are ! If it were not for 
fear of what you say about my Gaelic phrases 
I should quote one to the effect that the wild 
bees that make the beautiful thoughts in your 
brain also leave their honey on your lips. 

Your Westminster review has given me 
keen pleasure — and for everything in it, and 
for all the kind interest behind it, I thank 
you cordially. 

What you say about the survival of folk- 
lore as a living heritage is absolutely true — 
how true perhaps few know, except those who 
have lived among the Gaels, of their blood, 
and speaking the ancient language. The 
Celtic paganism lies profound and potent still 
beneath the fugitive drift of Christianity and 
Civilisation, as the deep sea beneath the com- 
ing and going of the tides. No one can un- 
derstand the islander and remote Alban Gad 
who ignores or is oblivious of the potent 
pagan and indeed elementally barbaric forces 
behind all exterior appearances. (This will 
be more clearly shown in my next published 
book, a vol. of ten Celtic tales and episodes 
— with, I suppose, a more wide and varied 
outlook on life, tho' narrow at that! — than 
either of its predecessors.) But excuse this 
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rambling. Your review is all the tnorc wel- 
come to me as it comes to me during a visit 
to friends at St. Andrews, and to me, alas, 
the East Coast of Scotland is as foreign and 
remote in all respects as though it were 
Jutland or Finland. . . . 
Again with thanks, dear Mr. Allen, 

Most sincerely yours, 

Fiona MacleOd. 

P. S. In his letter Mr. Sharp says (writ- 
ing to me in his delightful shaky Gaelic) that 
"both Grant and Nellie Allen are clack- 
chreadhain" It took me some time to un- 
derstand the compliment. Clach-chreadh 
means "stone of clay" — i. e. a Brick! 

That Mr, Grant Allen was half persuaded 
as to the identity of the author is shown in 
the following invitation: 

The Croft, Hindhead, 
July 12, 1894. 
My dear Sharp, 

Kindly excuse foolscap, I am out of note- 
paper, and on this remote hilltop can't easily 
get any. As for the type-writing, I am re- 
duced to that together, through writer's 
cramp, which makes my right hand useless 
even for this machine, which I am compelled 
to work with my left hand only. — As to 
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Pharais, I will confess I read it with some 
doubt as to whether it was not your own pro- 
duction; and after I had written my letter 
to Miss Macleod, I took it to my wife and said, 
"Now, if this is William Sharp, what a 
laugh and a crow he will have over me!" 
Le Gallienne, who is stopping with us, was 
sure it was yours; but on second thoughts, 
I felt certain, in spite of great likeness of 
style, there was a feminine touch in it, and 
sent on my letter. All the same, however, I 
was not quite satisfied you were not taking 
us in, especially as your book with Blanche 
Willis Howard had shown one how womanly 
a tone you could adopt when it suited you; 
and I shan't feel absolately at rest on the 
subject till I have seen the " beautiful lassie '* 
in person. If she turns out to be W. S. in 
disguise, I shall owe you a bad one for it ; for 
I felt my letter had just that nameless tinge 
of emotion one uses towards a woman, and 
a beginner, but which would be sadly out of 
place with an old hand like yourself, who has 
already won his spurs in the field of letters. 
We shall be glad to make your cousin's 
acquaintance (supposing her to exist) in 
October. It will afford us the opportunity we 
have long desired of asking you and Mrs. 
Sharp to come and see us in our moorland 
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cottage, all up among the heather. Indeed, 
we have had it in our minds all summer to 
invite you — you are of those whom one would 
wish to know more intimately. I have long 
felt that the Children of To-morrow ought to 
segregate somehow from the children of to- 
day, and live more in a world of their own 
society. 

With united kindest regards, and solemn 
threats of vengeance if you are still per- 
petrating an elaborate hoax against me, 

I am ever 
Yours very sincerely. 
Grant Allen. 

Unfortunately, there was an imperative rea- 
son for bringing our residence at Rudgwick 
to a close. The damp, autumnal days in the 
little cottage on its clay soil, and the fatigue 
of constantly going up and down to town 
in order to do the work of the Art critic for 
the Glasgow Herald — which I for some time 
had undertaken — proved too severe a strain 
on me, and I found that in the winter months 
I could not remain at Phenice Croft without 
being seriously ill. So with great reluctance 
we decided to give it up at midsummer. I 
was anxious that we should seek for another 
cottage, on a main line of railway, and on 
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sandy soil; but my husband feared to risk 
another experiment and preferred that we 
should make our headquarters in London 
once again, and that he should go into the 
country whenever the mood necessitated. But 
his regret was deep. Phenice Croft had seen 
the birth of '' Fiona Macleod " ; he had lived 
there with an intensity of inner life beyond 
anything he had previously expertwced* He 
knew that life in town would create difficulties 
for him, yet it seemed the wisest compromise 
to make. Our difficulty of choice was mainly 
one of ways and means; a considerable part 
of the ordinary work was in my hands, and 
I found it difficult to do it satisfactorily away 
from London. He expressed his r^ret in a 
letter to Mr. Murray Gilchrist: 

PoaNics CnoFT, 
27th Marcb. i8p4- 
My DBAR Gilchrist, 

You would have heard from me before this 
*-«but I have been too unwell. Besides, I 
have had extreme pressure of matters re^ 
quiring every possible moment I could give. 
My wife's health, too, has loi^ been troubling 
me: and we have just decided that (greatly 
to my disappointment) we must return to 
Hampstead to live. Personally, I regr^ the 
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return to town (or half town) more than I 
can say: but the matter is one of paramount 
importance, so there is nothing else to be 
done. We leave at midsummer. As for me, 
one of my wander-fits has come upon me: 
the Spring-madness has got into the blood: 
the sight of green hedgerows and budding 
leaves and the blue smoke rising here and 
there in the woodlands has wrought some 
chemic furor in my brain. Before the week 
is out I hope to be in Normandy — and after 
a day or two by the sea at Dieppe^ and 
then at beautiful and romantic Rouen, to 
get to the green lanes and open places, 
and tramp "toward the sim." I'll send 
you a line from somewhere, if you care to 
hear. 

And now, enough about myself. I have 
often meant to write to you in detail about 
your Stone^Dragon. . . . 

I believe in you, camerado mio, but you 
must take a firm grip of the reins : in a word, 
be the driver, not the driven. I think you 
ought to be able to write a really romantic 
romance. I hope The Labyrinth may be this 
book: if not, then it will pave the way. But 
I think you should see more of actual life: 
and not dwell so continually in an atmosphere 
charged with your own imaginings --*- tbQ 
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glamour through which you see life in the 
main at present. 

Probably you are wise to spend the greater 
part of each year as you do: but part of the 
year should be spent otherwise — say in a 
town like London, or Paris, or in tramping 
through alien lands, France or Belgium, Scan- 
dinavia, or Germany, or Italy, or Spain: if 
not, in Scotland, or Ireland, or upon our Isles, 
or remote counties. 

It is because I believe in you that I urge 
you to beware of your own conventions. 
Take your pen and paper, a satchel, and go 
forth with a light heart. The gods will guide 
you to strange things, and -strange things to 
you. You ought to see more, to feel more, 
to know more, at first hand. Be not afraid 
of excess. " The road of excess leads to the 
palace of wisdom," says Blake, and truly. . . . 
Meanwhile let me send you a word of sun- 
shine. To be alive and young and in health, 
is a boon so inestimable that you ought to 
fall on your knees among your moorland 
heather and thank the gods. Dejection is a 
demon to be ruled. We cannot always re- 
sist his tyranny, but we can always refuse 
to become bondagers to his usurpation. Look 
upon him as an Afreet to be exorcised with 
a cross of red-hot iron. He is a coward 
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weakling, after all: take him by the tail and 
swing him across the moor or down the 
valley. Swing up into your best. 

Be brave, strong, self-reliant. Then you 
live. 

Your friend 
William Sharp. 

We took a small flat in South Hampstead 
(Rutland House. Greencroft Gardens) that 
stood high enough for us to see, on clear 
days, the line of the Surrey hills from the 
windows, and give us a fine stretch of sky 
above the chimney pots. 

The night before leaving Phenice Croft, 
a lovely still evening, he wrote the little poem : 

THE WHITE PEACE 

It lies not on the sunlit hill 

Nor in the sunlit gleam 
Nor ever in any falling wave 

Nor ever in running stream — 

But sometimes in the soul of man 
Slow moving through his pain 

The moonlight of a perfect peace 
Floods heart and brain. 

and sent it to me in a letter (for I had gone 
to town in advance of him), and told me: 
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''Before I left I took up a handful of 
grassy turf, and kissed it three times, and 
then threw it to the four quarters t— so that 
the Beauty of the Earth might be seen by 
me wherever I went and that no beauty I had 
seen of known there should be forgotten. 
Then I kissed the chestnut tree on the side 
lawn where I have seen and heard so much: 
from the springing of the dream flowers, to 
the surge of the sea in Pharais" 

Thence he went to Scotland and wrote to 
me from Kilcr^^gan, where he was staying 
with his mother and sisters till I could join 
him: 

'* I told you abput Whistlefield ? jaow it, and 
all tl^e moorland parts a)>out here just now, 
is simply a boggy sop, to say nothing of the 
railway works. I hope we'll have fine weather 
in lona : it will be Ipyely ther^ if yife go. . . . 

(" By the way I^r. Traill had ^ gratifying 
notice of Phavois in the Gtaphk a week or 
two ago.) 

" I have made friends here with a Celtic 
Islesman from lon^ who is settled here: and 
have learn^4 so^e more l^^t^ds a^d customs 
etc. from him -r- also got a copy of an an- 
cient MS. map of lona with all its fields, 
divisons, bays, capes, isles, etc. He says my 
pronunciation of Gaelic is not only surpris- 
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ingly good, but is distinctively that of the 
Isles. 

'' I have learned the rune also of the read- 
ing of the spirit. The 'influence' itself 
seems to me purely hypnotic. I was out with 
this man McC. on Saturday night last in a 
gale, in a small two-sailed wherry. We flew 
before the squalls like a wild horse, and it 
was glorious with the shriek of the wind, 
the heave and plunge of the boat, and the 
washing of the water over the gunwales. 
Twice ' the black wind * came down upon us 
out of the hills, and we were nearly driven 
under water. He kept chanting and calling 
a wild sea-rune, about a water-demon of the 
isles, till I thought I saw it leaping from wave 
to wave after us. Strangely, he is a different 
man the moment others are present. He 
won't speak a word of Gaelic, nor be ' Celtic ' 
in any way, nor even give the word as to 
what will be doing in the isles at this time 
or any ether. This, however, I have noticed 
often: and all I have ever learned has been 
in inticpapy ajrid privily and more or less cas- 
ually. On Sunday and Monday he avoided 
me, and would scarce speak: having given 
himself away and shown his Celtic side — a 
thing now more than ever foreign to the 
Celtic nature, which has become passionately 
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reticent. But a few words in Gaelic, and a 
private talk, put all right again. Last night 
I got the rune of the * Knitting of the Knots ' 
and some information about the Dalt and the 
ChO'Alt about which I was not clear. He 
has seen the Light of the Dead, and his 
mother saw (before her marriage, and before 
she even saw the man himself) her husband 
crossing a dark stream followed by his four 
unborn children, and two in his arms whom 
afterwards she bore still-bom. . . ." 

To me the summer was memorable because 
of my first visit to lona. While there he 
wrote part of The Sin-Eater, and its pre- 
fatory dedication to George Meredith, and 
projected some of the St. Coltunba tales; he 
renewed impressions of his earlier days on the 
sacred isle, and stored new experiences which 
he afterwards embodied in his long essay on 
lona published in The Divine Adventure 
volume. 

From that Isle of Dreams " Fiona " wrote 
to Mrs. Tynan-Hinkson : 

Isle of Iona, 
September, 1894. 

Dear Mrs. Hinkson, 

I am, in summer and autumn, so much of 
a wanderer through the Isles and Western 
Highlands that letters sometimes are long in 
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reaching me. But your kind note (and en- 
closure) has duly followed me from Edin- 
burgh to Loch Goil in eastern Argyll and 
thence deviously here. It will be a great 
pleasure to me to read what you have to say 
in the Illas. London News or elsewhere, and 
I thank you, I wish you could be here. 
Familiar with your poetry as I am, I know 
how you would rejoice not only in the lona 
that is the holy Icolmkill but also in the lona 
that is Ithona, the ancient Celtic Isle of the 
Druids. There is a beauty here that no other 
place has, so unique is it. Of course it does 
not appeal to all. The Sound of lona divides 
the Island from the wild Ross of Mull by 
no more than a mile of water; and it is on 
this eastern side that the village and the an- 
cient Cathedral and ruined Nunnery etc. 
stand. Here it is as peaceful as, on the west 
side, it is wild and grand. I read your let- 
ter last night, at sunset, while I was lying 
on the Cnoc-an-Angeal, the hillock on the 
west where the angel appeared to St. Columba. 
To the north lay the dim features of the 
Outer Hebrides: to the west an unbroken 
wilderness of waves till they fall against 
Labrador: to the south, though invisible, the 
coastline of Ireland. There was no sound, 
save the deep hollow voice of the sea, and a 
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strange reverbcratiofa in a hollow cave under- 
ground. It was a very beautiful sight to see 
the day wane across the ocean, aiid then t6 
move slowly homeward thrdugh the gloaming, 
and linger awhile by the Street of the Dead 
Aear the ruined Abbey of Columba. But 
these Isles are so dear to me that I think 
everyorie must feel alike! 

I remain 

Sinfeerfely y6urs» 
Fiona Magleod. 
P. S. I toclose i gillieflawer ftom close 
to St. Columba's tomb. 

ttt Noveriibfer tHait a letter irotti ^r. Sted- 
iftan: 

137 WAsT JtSth St., 
New York. 
My dearest Friend beVond SeAs^ 

For this in truth you now ate. An older 
poet and comrade than y5u ohi:e held that 
pla^e in my thoughts, but Time and Work 
haVe somehow laid the sword between Us — 
and neither of us is to blattiej I liever ^o well 
obfeyed Emerson's advice to recruit our friend- 
ship (ds we grow older) as whto I won, I 
scarcely kftow hoW of why, youf unswerving 
and ever ihcfeasiiig affection. In truth, 
again, it has been of the greatest service to 
me^ during the most trying portion of my 
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life — the peribd in which you have given me 
so much warmth and air -^ tod nfevcr ha3 it 
been of more wdrth than riow you might well 
think otherwise. 

My birthday began for me with the " Sharp 
nUihber" of The Chap-book. I don't khbw 
what fict of it gave me the mote pleasure 
(it cahie at a tiiiie When I had a-plenty to 
worry me) — thS beautiful slutographic tribute 
to mysHf or the honout- justly paid to my 
dear Estjuire-at-arms, whose superb portrait 
is the envy df our less fortilhatfe Yankee- 
toryddnS. The last fite ^ears haVe jplaced 
you sd weU td the fronts oh both sides of the 
Atlantic^ that I can receive ilo more satisfying • 
tributes than thdse which you have giveh me 
before the world. I feel, too, that it is only 
during these years that you have come to your 
full literary strength, there is nothing which 
the author of your Balltids and of Vistas can- 
not do. 

It is a lioteworthy fact which ydu will be 
glad to hear, that your letter lay by my plate, 
when I came down to breakfast oti the morn- 
ing of October the eight ! The stars in their 
courses must be in Ifcague with you. . . . 

Mrs; Stedmati sends her love, ahd says 
thdt your portrait is that of a man grown 
handsomer, and, She trusts^ more diserieet and 
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ascetic! The month and this letter are now 
ending with midnight. 

Ever affectionately yours, 

Edmund C. Stedman. 

The Chap-book was a little semi-monthly 
issue published by Messrs. Stone and Kimball, 
Chicago. No. 9, the " William Sharp " num- 
ber, appeared on the 15th of September, three 
days after that author's birthday. It con- 
tained the reproduction of an autograph signed 
poem, by William Sharp "to Edmund Qar- 
ence Stedman in Birthday Greeting 8th Oc- 
tober"; an appreciation of William Sharp's 
♦ Poems by Bliss Carman; "The Birth of a 
Soul " one of the Dramatic Interludes after- 
wards included in Vistas, and a portrait of 
the Author. 

Notwithstanding the paramount interest to 
the author of the " F. M." expression of him- 
self as "W. S." he was not idle. After a 
visit to Mr. Murray Gilchrist in the latter's 
home on the Derbyshire moors, W. S. wrote 
his story "The Gypsy Christ," founded on 
a tradition which he had learned from his 
gipsy friends, and set in a weird moorland 
surroundings. In Harpers^ there appeared a 
description of the night-wanderers on the 
Thames' embankment, pathetic frequenters of 
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"The Hotel of the Beautiful Star." The 
July number of The Portfolio consisted of a 
monograph by him on '* Fair Women in 
Painting and Poetry" (afterwards published 
in book form by Messrs. Seeley) which he, at 
first, intended to dedicate to Mr. George 
Meredith. His "second thought*' was ap- 
proved of by the novelist, who wrote his 
acknowledgment : 

" You do an elusive bit of work with skill. 
It seems to me, that the dedication was wisely 
omitted. Thousands of curdling Saxons are 
surly almost to the snarl at the talk about 
'woman.' Next to the Anarchist, we are 
hated." 

The month of July was saddened by the 
death of our intimate and valued friend Wal- 
ter Pater; upon that friend and his work 
William Sharp wrote a long appreciation 
which appeared in The Atlantic Monthly. 
Another death, at the year-end, caused him 
great r^^ret, that of Christina Rossetti, whom 
he had held in deep regard. He felt, as he 
wrote to her surviving brother: " One of the 
rarest and sweetest of English singers is silent 
now. 1882 and 1894 were evil years for Eng- 
lish poetry." Later he wrote a careful study 
of her verse for The Atlantic Monthly. 

As a Christmas card that year he gave me 
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a l!ltl6 book of old wood-cut illustratiohs, 
reproduced and printed on lona. On the in- 
side of the cover he wrote what he held to 
bt his creed; It is this : 

Creix) 

"The Universe is etehially, omhipreselitly 
and continuotlsly filled with the breath of 
God. 

" Every breath of God creates a new con- 
volution in the brain of Nature: and with 
every moment olt change in the braiii of 
Nature, new loveliness in wrought upon th^ 
earth. 

" Every breath bf feod ci^eates a new coii- 
volution in the brain of the Human Spirit, 
and with every moment bf change iti the 
brain of the Human Spirit, new hopes, aspira- 
tions, dreams, are wrought Within the Soul 
of the Living. 

**And thiere is no Evil aiiyWhet-fe in the 
Light of this creative JBreath : but only, every- 
where, a redeeriiihg from Evil, a winning 
towards Gbod.*' 
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CHAPTER It 

THE MOUNTAIN LOVERS 

the SiH'Eiater 

* It was soon evident that the noise ahd con- 
fused magnetism of the great City weighed 
disastrously on William Sharp. At the New 
Year, 1895, he wrote to a friend: 

"London I do not like, though I feel its 
magnetic charmj or sorcfcry. I suffer hehc. 
The gloom, the streets, the obtrusion arid in- 
trusion of people, all bonspire against thought, 
dream^ true living. It is a vast reservoir of 
all the evils of civilised life with a climate 
which makes me inclined to believe that Dante 
came here instead of to Hades." 

The strain of the two kinds of work he 
was attempting to do, the immediate pressure 
of the imaginative work became uhbearable, 
"the call of the sea," imperative. 

As he has related in "Earth, Fire arid 
Water " : " It was all important for me not 
to leave in January, and in one way I was not 
ill-pleased for it was a wild winter. But orie 
night I awoke hearing a rushing sound in the 
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street, the sound of water. I would have 
thought no more of it had I not recognised 
the troubled sound of the tide, and the suck- 
ing and lapsing of the flow in muddy hollows. 
I rose and looked out. It was moonlight, and 
there was no water. When after sleepless 
hours I rose in the grey morning I heard the 
splash of waves, I could not write or read 
and at last I could not rest. On the after- 
noon of that day the waves dashed up against 
the house." 

An incident showed me that his malaise 
was curable by one method only. A telegram 
had come for him that morning, and I took 
it to his study. I could get no answer. I 
knocked, louder, then louder, — at last he 
opened the door with a curiously dazed look 
in his face. I explained. He answered " Ah, 
I could not hear you for the sound of the 
waves ! " It was the first indication to me, 
in words, of what troubled him. 

That evening he started for Glasgow en 
route for Arran, where I knew he would find 
peace. To quote his own words: 

"The following morning we (for a kins- 
woman was with me) stood on the Greenock 
pier waiting for the Hebridean steamer and 
before long were landed on an island, almost 
the nearest we could reach that I loved so 
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well. . . • That night, with the sea breaking 
less than a score of 3rards from where I lay, 
I slept, though for three nights I had not 
been able to sleep. When I woke the trouble 
was gone." 

There is a curious point in his telling of 
this episode. Although the essay is written 
over the signature of " Fiona Macleod ** and 
belongs to that particular phase of work, 
nevertheless it is obviously " William Sharp " 
who tells the story, for the " we " who stood 
on the pier at Greenock is himself in his dual 
capacity ; " his kinswoman " is his other self. 

He wrote to me on reaching his destination : 

CoRKis, Isle of Asran^ 

20:2:1895. 

"You will have had my telegram of my 
safe arrival here. There was no snow to 
speak of along the road from Brodick (for 
no steamer comes here) — so I had neither 
to ride nor sail as threatened: indeed, owing 
to the keen frost (which has made the snow 
like powder) there is none on the mountains 
except in the hollows, though the summits and 
flanks are crystal white with a thin veil of 
frozen snow. 

" It was a most glorious sail from Ardros- 
san. The sea was a she^ of blue and purple 
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washed with gold. Arran rose above all like 
a dream of beauty. I was the sole passenger 
in the steamer, for the whole island! What 
made the drive of six miles more beautiful 
than ever was the extraordinary fantastic 
beauty of the frozen waterfalls and burns 
caught as it were in the leap. Sometimes 
these immense icicles hung straight and long, 
like a Druid's beard: sometimes in wrought 
sheets of gold, or magic columes and spaces 
of crystal. 

'* Sweet it was to smell the pine and the 
heather and bracken, and the salt weed upon 
the shore. The; touch of dream was upon 
ever3rthing, from the silent hills to the brood- 
ing herons by the shore. 

"After a cup of tea, I wandered up the 
heights behind. In these vast solitudes peace 
and joy came hand in hand to meet me. The 
extreme loneliness, especially ^h&a I was out 
of sight of the sea at last, and could hear no 
more the calling of the tide, and only the 
sough of the wind, was like balm. Ah, those 
eloquent silences: the deep pain-joy of utter 
isolation: the shadowy glooms and darkness 
and mystery of night-fall among the moun- 
tains. 

"In that exquisite solitude I felt a deep 
exaltation grow. The flowing of the air of 
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the hills laved the parched shores of my 
be^tt . • . 

"There is something of a strange excite- 
ment in the knowledge that two people are 
here: so intimate and yet so far-off. For it 
is with me as though Fiona were asleq) in 
another room. I catch myself listening for 
her step sometimes, for the sudden opening 
of a door. It is unawaredly that she whis- 
pers to me. I am eager to see what she will 
do — particularly it) The Mountain Lovers. 
It seems passing strange to be here with her 
alone at last . • ." 

The Mountain Lovers was published in the 
siunmer of 1895 ''^y ^I^- John Lane, A copy 
of it was sent to George Meredith with the 
following letter: 

9 Upsbr Coltbridge Terrace, 

murrayfield. 

Dear Sir, 

Will you gratify one of your most loyal 
readers by the acceptance of the accompany- 
ing book? Nothing helped me so much, or 
gave me so much enduring pleasure, as your 
generous message to me about my first book, 
Pharais, which you sent through my cousin, 
Mr. William Sharp. 

Naturally, I was eager it should appeal to 
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you — not only because I have long taken 
keener delight in your writings than in those 
of any living author, but also because you 
are Prince of Celtland. . . . 

I hope you will be able to read, and per- 
haps care for, The Mountain Lovers, It is 
not a story of the Isles, like Pharais, but of 
the remote hill-country in the far northwest. 
I know how busy you are : so do not consider 
it necessary to acknowledge either the book 
or this letter. Still, if some happy spirit move 
you, I need not say that even the briefest line 
from you would be a deep pleasure to 
Yoursy with gratitude and homage, 

Fiona Macleod. 

Acknowledgment came swiftly: 

Box Hill, July 13, 1895. 

Dear Madam, 

If I could have written on any matter out 
of my press of work when I received your 
Pharais, there would have been no delay with 
me to thank you for such a gift to our litera- 
ture. This book on the " Mountains " prom- 
ises as richly. Whether it touches equally 
deep, I cannot yet say. I find the same thrill 
in it, as of the bard on the three-stringed 
harp, and the wild western colour over sea 
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^nd islesf; true spirit of the mountains. How 
rare this is! I do not know it elsewhere. 
Be sure that I am among those readers of 
yours whom you kindle. I could write more, 
but I have not recovered from the malady of 
the degout de la plume, consequent on excess 
— and I pray that it may never fall on you. 
For though it is wisdom at my age to cease 
to write, it is not well to be taught to cease 
by distaste. That is a giving of oneself to 
the enemy. I have to be what I am, and I 
disclose it to win your pardon for my inex- 
pressiveness when I am warmly sensible of 
a generous compliment. 

I am, Yours most faithful 

George Meredith. 

It was m 189s that the Omar Khayyam 
Qub under the Presidentship of Mr. Edward 
Clodd, who was an old personal friend of 
Mr. Meredith, elected to hold its summer din- 
ner at the Burford Bridge Hotel. Mr. 
Thomas Hardy, Mr. Watts-Dunton, Mr. 
George Gissing and William Sharp were 
among the guests. Mr. Clodd knew that it 
would be difficult to persuade Mr. Meredith 
to be present at the dinner. Nevertheless he 
lured him to the Hotel, and when coffee was 
served (I quote from a contemporary ac- 

43 



WUltatn Sharp 

count), " the beautiful face of the great novel- 
ist appeared within the doorway, and he was 
welcomed with enthusiasm by all present. 
The president extended to Mr. Meredith the 
right hand of fellowship on behalf of the 
Club, in a charming and eloquent speech not 
devoid of pathos. Mr. Meredith in his reply 
declared that Mr. Qodd was the most ami- 
able of Chairmen but the most dastardly of 
deceivers. Never before, he added, had he 
been on his legs to make a speech in public, 
now before he knew it he was bustled over 
the first fence, and found himself overrun- 
ning the hounds. * I have my hands on the 
fellow at this moment,' he continued laugh- 
ingly, *and I could turn on him and rend 
him, but I spare him.' After a few graceful 
and characteristic sentences concerning the 
Qub and its object, and Omar, and express- 
ing his appreciation of his reception, Mr. 
Meredith said in conclusion : * I thank you 
from my heart, everyone of you.'" 

Much to William Sharp's satisfaction he 
was elected member of the Omar Khayyam 
Club in the autumn of the same year. On 
receipt of the announcement of the fact the 
new member wrote to the President: 
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Rutland House, 
2d Nov., 1895. 

Dear Brother-in-Omar, 

On my return from Scotland the other day 
I found a note informing me that I had been 
elected an Omarian on the nomination of your 
distinguished self. 

My thanks, cher confrere. "A drop of 
my special grape to you," as Omar might 
say, if he were now among us with a Hi- 
bernian accent! Herewith I post to you an- 
other babe, born into this ungrateful world 
so recently as yesterday. . . . Such as it is, 
I hope you may like it. " Ecce Pudla " itself 
was written at white heat — and ran in rip- 
ples off the brain : and so is probably readable. 

"Fragments from The Lost Journals of 
Piero di Cosimo" when they appeared (some 
few years ago) won the high praise of Pater 
— but perhaps their best distinction is that 
they took in the cocksure and levelled the 
omniscient. One critical wight complained 
that I was not literal (probably from the lade 
of knowledge of medieval Italian), which he 
clinched by the remark that he had compared 
my version with the original I I see that Silas 
Hocking has just published a book called 
"All men are liars." I would fain send a 
copy to that critic, even now. By the way, 
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my cousin, Miss Fiona Macleod, wrote to me 
the other day for your address. I under- 
stand she wanted to send you a copy of her 
new book. If you get it, you should, as a 
folk-lorist, read the titular story, The Sin- 
Eater. 

My wife joins with me in cordial regards, 
and I am 

Sincerely yours, 

WiLUAM Sharp. 

The President replied: 

19 Casleton Road, 
TuFNKLL Park, 
5th Nov. 

My dear Sharp, 

It is an addition to the pleasant memories 
of my year of office to know that you are 
of the elect. You come in with Lang and 
Gissing. By the way, the next dinner is fixed 
for the sixth proximo. And it is an addition 
to a burden of obligation willingly borne 
which your kind gift imposes. For work 
such as yours has unending charm for me, 
because while Science was my first love and 
is still my dear mistress, I love her more for 
what she suggests than what she reveals. 
Facts, unrelated, bore me: only in their sig- 
nificance does one get abiding interest. That 
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is why your Vistas and such like delicate, 
throbbing things attract me. Some of these 
were especially welcome on a recent dull Sun- 
day by our " cold restless sea," on which in 
bright days you promise to come with Allen 
to look at it from my window. Your de- 
licious story of the critic sent me straight 
to the Journal of di Cosimo. How well you 
produce the archaic flavour: the style has a 
Celtic ring about it. As for Ecce Puella I 
await the hearing of it from the voice of a 
"puella" who likes your work. I was at 
Meredith's on Sunday week: he keeps won- 
derfully well for him: his talk is bright as 
his face is beautiful. He has his fling at me 
over the Burford Bridge deception, and says 
that my duplicity cost you all a flne speech. 
I tell him that the speech we had was good 
enough for "the likes of us." So Fiona 
Macleod is your cousin! She is of the 
"elect." I take it as most kind of her to 
send me her new book, which I have as yet 
but partly read, and am about to acknowl- 
edge. She holds a weird, strong pen, and 
will help the Celt to make further conquest 
of the dullard Saxons. Meredith and I 
talked about her Mountain Lovers when I 
was with him in August. 
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Kindest regards to Mrs. Sharp and your- 
sdf . Yours sincerely, 

EDWARD ClodD. 

In die Antumn of 1894 we had come in 
tottch with Professor and Mrs. Patrick Geddes 
of Edinburgh, and a friendship with far 
reaching results for "Fiona Madeod" arose 
between the two men. Both were idealists, 
keen students of life and nature; cosmopoli- 
tan in outlook and interest, they were also 
^dent Celts who believed in the necessity of 
preserving the finer subtle qualities and the 
spiritual heritage of their race against the en- 
croaching predominance of materialistic idean 
and aims of the diay. 

It was the desire and dream of such ideal- 
ists and thinkers as Professor Geddes, and 
those associated with him, to preserve and 
nurture what is of value and of spiritual 
beauty in the race, so that it should fuse into 
and work with, or become part of, the great 
acquisitions and marvellous discoveries of 
modem thought. To hold to the essential 
beauty and thought of the past, while going 
forward eagerly to meet the new and ever 
increasing knowledge, was the desire of both 
men. In their aims they were in sympathy 
with one another; their manner of approach 
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and methods of work were different Patrick 
Geddes — biologist — was concerned primar- 
3y with the practical and scientific expression 
of his ideals; William Sharp was con- 
cerned primarily with expression through 
the art of words. Mutually sympathetic, 
they were eager to find some way of collabo- 
ration* 

It was the dream of Professor Geddes to 
restxyre to Scotland something of its older 
pre-eminence in the world of thought, to re- 
create in Edinburgh an active centre and so 
to arrest the tremendous centralising power of 
the metropolis of London; to replace the 
s tereot y ped methods of education by a more 
vital and synthetic form; and to encourage 
national art and literature. Towards the 
carrying out of these aims he had built a 
University Hall and Settlement for students, 
artists, etc Perhaps the most important of 
his schemes, certainly the most important 
from the modem scientific point of view, was 
the planning of the Outlook Tower — once 
an observatory — now an educational museum 
on the Castle Rock commanding a magnifi- 
cent view of the city, of the surrounding 
country, of sea and sky ; " an institution that 
is designed to be a method of viewti^ the 
problems of the science of life.'' According 
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to Professor Geddes "Our little scholastic 
colony in the heart of Edinburgh symbolises 
a movement which while national to the core, 
is really cosmopolitan in its intellectual 
reach." 

Grouped with this scientific effort, was the 
aim to revive the Celtic influence in art and 
literature; and the little colony contained a 
number of men and women who were work- 
ing to that end; notably among the painters 
were James Cadenhead, Qiarles Mackie, Rob- 
ert Burns, John Duncan, also Pittendrigh 
MacGillivray the sculptor; and among the 
writers Professor Arthur Thomson, Dr. 
Douglas Hyde, Nora Hopper, Rosa Mulhol- 
land, A. Percival Graves, S. R. Crockett, 
Elisee Reclus, Alexander Carmichael, Victor 
Branford, Professor Patrick Geddes, F. M, 
and W. S. 

Into that eager and sympathetic atmosphere 
of linked thought and aim my husband and 
I were speedily drawn; and before long a 
Publishing Firm was established for the is- 
suing of Celtic Literature and Works on 
S.cience. To Mr. and Mrs. Geddes was con- 
fided the important secret relating to the per- 
sonality of " Fiona Macleod," to the thoughts 
and ideals that underlay "her" projected 
work. It was arranged that William Sharp 
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should be the Manager in the Firm of Pat- 
rick Geddes & Colleagues (which post he very 
soon rdinquished for that of Literary Ad- 
viser) ; an arrangement which made it pos- 
sible for that particular Colleague to publish 
three of his "F. M." books under his im- 
mediate supervision and from what was then 
one of the centres of the Celtic movement. 
This post, naturally, necessitated frequent 
visits to Edinburgh. For the month of 
August, 189s, we took a flat in the neigh- 
bourhood of the University Settlement so that 
we might share actively in the Summer 
Session. 

It was an interesting experience. The 
students came from England, Scotland, 
France, Italy, and Germany; among the lec- 
turers, in addition to Professors Geddes and 
Arthur Thomson, were Elisee Reclus, the 
geographer, and his brother Elie Reclus, Ed- 
mond Demolins and Abbe Klein. 

W. S. prepared his lectures in rough out- 
line. His inexperience in such work led him 
to plan them as though he were drafting out 
twelve books, with far more material than he 
could possibly use in the time at his disposal. 
His subject was " Art and Life " divided into 
ten lectures: 

I. Life & Art: Art & Nature: Nature. 
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II. Disintegration: Degeneration: R^en- 
eration. 

III. The Return to Nature: In Art, in 

Literature. The Literary Outlook 
in England & America. 

IV. The Celtic Renascence, Ossian, Mat- 

thew Arnold, The Ancient Celtic 
Writers. 
V. The Celtic Renascence. Contempo- 
rary. The School of Celtic Orna- 
ment. 
VI. The Science of Criticism: Whit it 
is, what it is not. The Critical 
Ideal. 
VII. Ernest Hello. 

VIII. The Drama of Life, and Dramatists. 
IX. The Ideals of Art — pagan. Mediaeval, 

modem. 
X. The Literary Ideal — Pagan, Medi- 
aval. The Modem Ideal. 

One lecture only was delivered ; for during 
it he was seized with a severe heart attack 
and all his notes fell to the groimd. It was 
with the greatest effort that he was able to 
bring the lecture to a close: and he realised 
that he must not attempt to continue the 
Course; the risk was too great. Therefore, 
while I remained in Edinburgh to keep open 
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house for the entertainment of the students, 
he went to the little Pettycur Inn at King- 
hbm, on the north side of The Firth of Forth, 
till I was able to join him at Tighnabruaich 
in the Kyles of Bute where we had taken a 
cottage with his mother and sisters for Sep- 
tember. 

Two volumes of short stories were pub- 
lished in the late Autumn. It was the writ- 
er's great desire that work should be issued 
by W. S. and by F. M. about tfie same time ; 
in part to sustain what reputation belonged 
to his older literary self, and in part to help 
to preserve the younger literary self's tncog- 
nitb. Ecce Puella, published by Mr. Elkin 
Matthew for W. S., was a collection of stories, 
etc., that had been written at different times 
and issued in various magazines, and prefaced 
by a revised and shortened version of the 
Monograph on " Fair Women in Painting and 
Poetry." It contained among other short 
stories one entitled "The Sister of Com- 
passion," dedicated " to that Sister of compas- 
sion for all suffering animals, Mrs. Mona 
Caird," our dear friend. The other volume 
contained the first series of barbaric tales 
and myths of old Celtic days, " recaptured in 
dreams," that followed in quick succession 
from the pen of Fiona Macleod. The Sin^ 
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Eater was the first of the three " F. M." books 
published by the new Scoto-Celtic publish- 
ers. The Author was gratified by favourable 
reviews from important journals, and by let- 
ters, from which I select two : 

The first is from Mr. Hamilton W. Mabie: 

The Outlook, 
13 AsTOR Place, 
May 23d, 1897. 

My dear Friend, 

The Sin-Eater came in holiday week and 
was one of my most welcome remembrances. 
I have read it with deep pleasure, almost with 
envy; so full is it of the stuff which makes 
literature. It has the vitality and beauty of 
a rich and living imagination. The secrets 
of the spirit are in it, and that fellowship 
with the profounder experiences which gets 
at the heart of a race. I have not forgotten 
your kind words about my own work ; words 
which gave me new heart and hope. For you 
are the very type of man to whose mind I 
should like to appeal. The judgment of Mrs. 
Sharp, which you quote, gave me sincere 
pleasure. To get the attention of the few for 
whose opinion one cares most is a piece of 
great good fortune; to really find one's way 
to their hearts is best of all. I am looking 
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forward to a good long talk with you. I 
wish you were here to-day. This is a divine 
May; balmy, fragrant, fresh; as if it had 
never been here before. There is enough soul 
in Miss Macleod's stories to set up a genera- 
tion of average novelists. The work of the 
real writer seems to me a miracle ; something 
from the sources of our life. I have found, 
however, so few among all my good literary 
friends who feel about literature as I do that 
I have felt at times as if I had no power of 
putting into words what lies in my heart. 
This does not mean that I have missed ap* 
preciation; on the contrary, I have had more 
than I deserve. But most of the yotmger 
men here regard literature so exclusively as 
a craft and so little as a revelation that I have 
often missed the kind of fellowship which 
you gave me. The deeper feeling is, how- 
ever, coming back to us in the work of some 
of the newest men — Bliss Carman for in- 
stance. There is below such a book as Vistas 
a depth and richness of imagination which 
have rarely been disclosed here. I hope you 
will find time to send me an occasional letter. 
You will do me a real service. I am now at 
work on a book which I hope will be deeper 
and stronger than an3rthing I have done yet. 
;There is the stir of a new life here, although 
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it may be long in getting itself adequately 
expressed. 

Yours fraternally, 

Hamilton W. Mabie. 
The second is from Sir George Douglas, 
poet, scholar, and keen critic: 

Sfkingwood Park, Kelso, 

23:i2?:95- 

My dear Sharp, 

Many thanks for your interestit^^ letter and 
enclosures. I am very glad to find that you 
think I have understood Miss Macleod's 
work, and I think it very good of her to have 
taken my out-spoken criticisms in such good 
part. Certainly if she thinks I can be of any 
use to her in reading over the proofs of The 
Washer of the Ford, it will be a great pleasure 
to me. I shall probably be in Italy by the 
time she names — the end of Feb., but in these 
days of swift posts I hope that need not 
matter. What you tell me of Fiona's admirer 
is very interesting, and from my recollection 
of the way in which books and the fancied 
personality of their authors possessed my 
mind when I was a youth, I can wdl enter 
into his infatuation. Fortunately there were 
no women among my '* influences," or I mig^t 
have been in as bad a case as he! Would 
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not this be a case for telling the secret, under 
pledges of course, if it were only to prevent 
mischief? By the way the whole incident 
seems to me to afford excellent material for 
literary treatment — not by you perhaps, nor 
yet by me (for the literary element in the 
material puts it outside your province, and 
makes it not quite the theme I like for my 
own use either) but say, for W. 

Yours ever sincerely, 

George Douglas. 

I do not quite agree with you as to the 
inception of Miss Macleod, and possibly this 
is a matter in which you are not the best 
possible judge. At any rate, without going 
into the matter, I fancy that I could estab- 
lish the existence in works earlier than the 
Poems of Phantasy of a certain mystical tend- 
ency (German perhaps rather than Celtic in 
its colouring at that time), but none the less 
akin to the mysticisms of F. M. 

But I may be mistaken. . . . 

Our friend, Sir George Douglas, had fol- 
lowed the literary career of William Sharp 
with careful interest, and gave the same heed 
to the writings of " Fiona Macleod." After 
perusal of The Sin-Eater he made a careful 
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study of the two methods of work, and wrote 
to the author to tell him he was finally con- 
vinced from internal evidence that William 
Sharp was the author of these books under 
discussion. He did not ask for confirmation 
but wished the author to know his conclusions. 
The latter, who valued not only the friend- 
ship but the critical appreciation of his cor- 
respondent, made no denial, but b^fged that 
the secret might be guarded. In Sir George 
Douglas' answer there is a reference to a curi- 
ous incident which had happened while we 
were at Rudgwick. A letter came from an un- 
known correspondent containing a proposal 
of marriage to Fiona Macleod. Whether it 
was intended as a " draw " or not we could 
not decide. The proposal was apparently 
written in all seriousness. Similarities of 
taste, details of position, profession, etc., were 
carefully given. Acceptance was urged with 
all appearance of seriousness; therefore the 
refusal was worded with gravity befitting the 
occasion. 
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CHAPTER III 

THE WASHER OF THE FORD 

Owii^f to the publication of The Sin-Eater 
by a firm identified with the Scoto-Celtic 
movement the book attracted immediate at- 
tention. Dr. Douglas Hyde voiced the Irish 
feeling when he wrote to my husband : " I 
think Fiona Macleod's books the most inter- 
esting thing in the new Scoto-Celtic move- 
ment, which I hope will march side by side 
with our own." This movement was accord- 
ing to William Sharp " fundamentally the 
outcome of Ossian, and immediately of the 
rising of the sap in the Irish nation." Fol- 
lowing on the incentive given by such scholars 
as Windische, Whitly Stokes, Kuno Meyer, 
and the various Folklore societies, a Gaelic 
League had been formed by enthusiasts in 
Ireland, and in Scotland, for the preserva- 
tion and teaching of the old Celtic tongue; 
for the study of the old literatures of which 
priceless treasures lay untouched in both 
countries, and for the encouragement of na- 
tural racial talent. Wales had succeeded in 
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recovering the use of her Cymric tongue; 
and the expression in music of racial senti- 
ment had become widespread throughout that 
country. Ireland and the Highlands looked 
forward to attaining a similar result; and ef- 
forts to that end were set agoing in schools, 
in classes, by means of such organisations as 
the Irish Feis Ceoil Committee, the Irish Lit- 
erary Society and the Irish National Thea- 
tre. Their aim was to preserve some utter- 
ance of the national life, to mould some new 
kind of romance, some new element of 
thought, out of Irish life and traditions. 
Among the most eager workers were Dr. 
Douglas Hyde, Mr. W. B. Yeats, Mr. Stan- 
dish O'Grady, Mr. George Russell (A.E.), 
Dr. George Sigerson, and Lady Gregory. 

In Scotland much valuable work had been 
done by such men as Campbell of Islay, Cam- 
eron of Brodick, Mr. Alexander Carmichel; 
by the Gaelic League and the Highland Mod 
and its yearly gatherings. There were writ- 
ers and poets also who used the old language 
and were consequently known within only a 
small area. No conspicuous modem Celtic 
work had hitherto been written in the Eng- 
lish tongue until the appearance of the writ- 
ings of Fiona Macleod, and later of Mr. Neil 
Munro. The Sin-Eater was Iherefore warmly 
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welcomed on both sides of the Irish Channel, 
and Fiona Macleod, acclaimed as the leading 
representative of the Highland Gad, *' our one 
and only Highland novelist.'' The Irish In- 
dependent pronounced her to be "the poet 
bom," " her work is pure romance — and she 
strikes a strange note in modem literature^ 
but it has the spirit of the Celt, and is an- 
other triumph for the Celtic genius/' 

In consequence of this reception, and of a 
special article in The Bookman, speculations 
began to be made concerning the unknown 
and unseen authoress. The Highland News 
in pursuance of its desire to awake in the 
Highlands of Scotland an active S)rmpathy 
with the growing Scoto-Celtic movement, was 
anxious to give some details concerning the 
new writer. To that end Mr. John Macleay 
wrote to William Sharp to ask if " consider- 
ing your relation towards Miss Macleod, you 
might be able to tell me where I could obtain 
any personal information about her." In re- 
ply, a few sparse notes were sent ; the author 
in question was said to have passed her girl- 
hood in the West Highlands; her tastes, her 
dislike of towns and her love of seclusion, 
were among the characteristics described. 

When, early in 1896, The Highland News 
wrote to several authors to ask their views on 
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the subject of Literature in the Highlands, 
Mr. Grant Allen, Mrs. Katherine Tynan 
Hinkson, Fiona Macleod and William Sharp 
were among those writers whose letters, ex- 
pressive of interest and sympathy, were pub- 
lished. 

The two letters contributed by my husband 
were written necessarily, each from a slightly 
different standpoint. He welcomed the op- 
portunity of appearing in print in the two 
characters for he believed that it would help 
to shield the secret concerning Fiona Mac- 
leod. 

The publication by P. Geddes & Coll. of 
The Washer of the Ford — a collection of 
Tales and Legendary Moralities — aroused a 
fresh outbreak of curiosity. For instance, 
a sensational article appeared in The High- 
land News on the vexed question of the iden- 
tity of the Highland writer, headed: " Mys- 
tery 1 Mystery 1 All in a Celtic Haze." 

According to it: "Highland Celts in Glas- 
gow are, I hear, hot on the scent of what 
they imagine to be a female James Macpher- 
son. This, of course, is Miss Fiona Macleod. 
The way which Miss Macleod has led our 
Glasgow countrymen is strange indeed, and 
the literary detective has been busy. In the 
first place, it is asserted that Miss Fiona Mac- 
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leod does not exist. No one seems to have 
seen her. One gentleman called twice at her 
residence in Edinburgh, and Miss Macleod 
was out She has written about lona, but 
again in that well watched place her name is 
unknown. The natural inference, you will 
admit, is that there is something here to be 
' f ahnd aht/ as the Englishman says. Seeing 
that the non-existence of Miss Fiona Mac- 
leod has been thus established, the next point 
is who wrote those books to which that name 
is attached. Now, Mr. William Sharp has 
declared himself to be Miss Fiona Macleod's 
uncle ; he has, too, interested himself in Celtic 
things. Isn't it the second natural inference 
that he has written the books? But Mr. 
Sharp has specifically denied the authorship. 
Then, of course, it must be Mr. and Mrs. 
Sharp in collaboration. But again comes de- 
nial. Mr. Sharp has addressed the following 
note to the Glasgow Evening News, which 
has been somewhat persistent in casting doubt 
on the existence of Miss Macleod — ' Miss 
Fiona Macleod is not Mr. William Sharp, 
Miss Fiona Macleod is not Mrs. William 
Sharp, Miss Fiona Macleod is — Miss Fiona 
Macleod.' " 

The persecuted author was much disturbed 
by this effort to draw Fiona Macleod into 
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a controversy, to force her to declare Herself. 
Not only was he indignant at what to him 
was an unwarrantable interference with the 
privacy of the individual, and resented the 
traps that were laid to catch the author 
should "she" be *' unwary," it was instru- 
ment^ also in making him much more deter- 
mined to guard his secret at all costs. Dur- 
ing the months of controversy the subject of 
it accomplished a considerable amount of 
work. 

He collaborated with me in the prepara- 
tion of an Anthology of Celtic Poetry; pre- 
pared an edition of Ossian (P. Geddes & 
Coll.) for which he wrote a long introduc- 
tijtHi; and began to work upon a humourous 
novel, not, however, finished until 1898. 

As F. M. he published The Washer of the 
Ford in April, wrote Green Fire, and also a 
number of Poems, which were subsequently 
included in From the Hills of Dream, His 
Diary for the New Year has this entry: 

Jany 7th, fS0. The British Weekly has 
a paragraph given under all reserve that 
Fiona Macleod is Mrs. William Sharp, Havo 
written — as W. S.*— to Dr. R. Nicoll and 
to Mrs. Macdonnell of The Bookman to deny 
this authoritatively. 

From the firrt we decided that it would 
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be adrisabk to admit diat F. ^ was m j 
coask^ abo, fliat 1117 Imsfaaiid acted as her 
adviser and ''i%lit hand" in the matter of 



The arraqgcments for the two first books 
were made by W. S. in person. No soch 
piecaulions were ncccssaiy for Ae books 
br o ti ^ ht oat by P. Geddes & CdlL, as Ae head 
of the firm was in Ae secret But, as it was 
wen known in E di n bur gh and dsewhere that 
William Siarp was keenly interested in the 
** Cdtic Movement," he dxmght it wdl to col- 
laborate with me on an Anthology of Cdtic 
Poetry entitled Lyra Cdiica (and published 
by the firm), for which he pr^ared an In- 
trodnction and Notes. 

On the 6th Jamiaiy, in a letter to Mrs. 
William Rossetti he wrote: "Just back from 
France where I went so far with my wife 
on her way to Central Italy. Her health has 
given way, alas, and she has been sent out 
from this IdlliDg dimate for 3 to 4 months 
at any rate." 

At the end of January he wrote to me: 

" Only a brief line to thank you for your 
letter about me and Fiona. Every word you 
say is true and urgent, and even if I did not 
know it to be so I would pay the most search- 
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ing heed to any advice from you, in whose 
insight and judgment mentally as well as 
spiritually I have such deep confidence. Al- 
though in the main I had come to exactly the 
same standpoint I was wavering before cer- 
tain alluring avenues of thought. ... If I 
live to be an elderly man, time enough for one 
or more of my big philosophical and critical 
works. Meanwhile — the fiamel 

"The only thing of the kind I will now 
do — and that not this year — will be the 
'Introduction to the Study of Celtic Litera- 
ture': but for that I have the material to 
hand, and shall largely use in magazines 
first. . . . Well, we shall b^in at once! 
February will be wholly given over to finish- 
ing Wives in Exile and The Washer of the 
Ford/' 

On the 1st February he left town and set- 
tled down to work on the Pettycur Inn, King- 
horn, Fife. His Diary (1896) gives the fol- 
lowing record of work : 

Feb. 3rd. Wrote the Preface to The 
Washer of the Ford. 

Feb. jth* Dictated (1750 words) article 
on Modern Romantic Art, for the Glasgow 
Herald — Also World article. 

Feb. pth. Wrote "The Festival of the 
Pir43/' 
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Feb. loth. Glasgow Herald Article (1500 
words) on The Art of the Goldsmith, and 
wrote " The Blessing of the Fishes." 

In the middle of February William had 
written to Mr. R. Murray Gilchrist, one of 
the few friends who then knew the secret 
of the pseudonym: 

My dear Gilchrist, 

Fiona Macleod has suddenly begun to at- 
tract a great deal of attention. There have 
been leaders as well as long and important 
reviews: and now the chief North of Scot- 
land paper, The Highland News, is printing 
two long articles devoted in a most eulogistic 
way to F. M. and her influence "already so 
marked and so vital, so that we accept her as 
the leader of the Celtic Renaissance in Scot- 
land." There is, also, I hear, to be a Mag- 
azine article on her. This last week there 
have been long and favourable reviews in 
the Academy and The New Age. 

I am glad you like my other book, I mean 
W. S.'s ! [Ecce Puella] There are things in 
it which are as absolutely out of my real 
self as it is possible to be: and I am glad 
that you recognise this. I have not yet seen 
my book of short stories published in America 
under the title The Gypsy Christ, though it 
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has been out some weeks: and I have heard 
from one or two people about it. America 
is more indulgent to me just now than I de- 
serve. For a leading American critic writes 
of The Gypsy Christ that, "though it will 
offend some people and displease others, it 
is one of the most remarkable volumes I 
have read for long. The titular story has 
an extraordinary, even a dreadful impressive- 
ness : * Madge o' the Pool ' is more realistic 
than 'realism': and alike in the scathing 
society love-episode, 'The Lady in Hosea/ 
and in that brilliant Algerian conte, 'The 
Coward,' the author suggests the method and 
power of Guy de Maupassant." 

I hope to get the book soon, and to send 
you a copy. As I think I told you, the set- 
ting of the G/C is entirely that which I 
knew through you. I have made use of one 
or two features — exaggerated facts and half 
facts — which I trust will not displease you. 
Do you remember my feeling about those 
gaunt mine-chimneys: I always think of 
them now when I think of the G/C. Funda- 
mentally, however, the story goes back to my 
own early experiences — not as to the facts 
of the story, of course. . . . Then again, 
Arthur Sherburne Hardy, who is by many 
considered the St. Beauve of American criti- 

68 



The Washer of the Ford 

cism^^in surety and insight — has given his 
opinion of a book i. e. of all he has seen of 
it (a com«dy of the higher kind) for which 
Stone and Kimball have given me good terms 
— Wives in Exile — that it is " quite unlike 
an)rthing else — at once the most brilliant, 
romantic and witty thing I have read for 
loi^ — to judge from the openmg chapters 
and the scheme. It will stand by itsdf, I 
think." 

Personally, I think it shows the best handi* 
craft of anything W, S. has done in fiction. 
It is, of course, wholly distinct in manner 
and method from F. M.'s work. It ought 
to be out by May. Sunshine and blithe 
laughter guided my pen in this book. Well, 
I have given you my gossip about myself: 
and now I would much rather hear about 
you. I wish you were here to tell me all 
about what you have been doing, thinking, 
and dreaming. 

Yours, 
W. S. 

In Rome I received the following letter 
from him: 

London, 2i8t Feb. 

" I am sure The Highland News must have 
delighted you. Let me know what you think 
of Fiona's and W. S.'s letters. ... I am 
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so sorry you are leaving Siena. ... I follow 
every step of your movements with keenest 
interest. But oh the light and the colour, 
how I envy you! 

" I am hoping you are pleased with Lyra 
Celtica. It is published to-day only — so of 
course I have heard nothing yet from out- 
siders. Yesterday I finished my Matthew 
Arnold essay* — and in the evening wrote 
the first part of my F. M. story, * Morag of 
the Glen' — a strong piece of work I hope 
and believe though not finished yet. I hope 
to finish it by to-night. I am so glad you 
and Mona liked the first of * The Three Mar- 
vels of Hy ' (pronounced Ee or Hee) so well. 
Pieces like * The Festival of the Birds ' seem 
to be born out of my brain almost in an in- 
spirational way. I hardly understand it. 
Yes, you were in the right place to read it — 
St. Francis' country. That beautiful strange 
Umbria! After all, lona and Assisi are not 
nearly so remote from each other as from 
London or Paris. I send you the second 
of the series, * The Blessing of the Flies.' It, 
too, was written at Pettycur — as was 'The 
Prologue.' . . . There is a strange half glad, 
half morose note in this Prologue which I 

^ The essay prefaces a selection of M. A/s poems 
published in the Canterbury Series (Walter Scott). 
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myself hardly apprehend in full significance. 
In it is interpolated one of the loveliest of the 
' l^endary moralities * which I had meant to 
insert in Section I — that of *The King of 
the Earth/ I will send it to you before 
long. . . ." 

To a correspondoit he wrote about the 
" Three Marvels of Hy " : " They are studies 
in old Religious Celtic sentiment so far as 
that can be recreated in a modem heart that 
feds the same beauty and simplicity of the 
Early Christian faith/' 

And to me again: "... I know you will 
rejoice to hear that there can be no question 
that F. M.'s deepest and finest work is in 
this Washer of the Ford volume. As for the 
spiritual lesson that nature has taught me, 
and that has grown within me otherwise, 
I have given the finest utterance to it that I 
can. In a sense my inner life of the spirit 
is concentrated in the three pieces, * The Moon- 
Child/ * The Fisher of Men/ and * The Last 
Supper.' Than the last I shall never do any- 
thing better. Apart from this intense inner 
fiame that has been burning within me so 
strangely and deeply of late — I think my 
most imaginative work will be found in the 
titular piece, *The Washer of the Ford/ 
which still, tho' written and revised some time 
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ago, haunts me! and in that and the pagan 
and animistic ' Annir Choille/ We shall read 
those things in a gondola in Venice ? " 

He joined me in Venice on the i6th May 
— glad of sunshine and rest. We journeyed 
back to England by way of the Lakes, in a 
time of early roses, and returned to London 
to find the first copies of The Washer of the 
Ford awaiting us. Two out of many letters 
concerning the book that came to him from 
friends wh© were in the secret and watched 
the development of the " F. M." work, were 
a strong incentive to further effort. 

The first is from Mr. Frank Kinder : 

My dear Will, 

From my heart I thank you for the gift of 
this book. It adds to the sum of the pre- 
cious, heaven-sent things in life. It will 
kindle the fire of hope, of aspiration and of 
high resolve in a thousand hearts. As one 
of those into whose life you have brought a 
more poignant craving for what is beautiful 
in word and action, I thank you for writing it. 

Your friend, 

Frank. 

The second was from Thomas A. Janvier: 
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Saint Remy de Protencc, 

June 22, 1896. 

Mv DEAR Will, 

If The Washer of the Ford were the first 
of Fiona's books I am confident that the sex 
of its author would not pass unchallenged. 
A great part of it is essentially masculine — 
all the "Seanachas," and "The Annir 
Choille," and the opening of " The Washer "^: 
not impossible for a woman to write, but un- 
likely. Nor would a woman have written 
** The Annir Choille," I think, as it is written 
here. Fiona has shown her double sex in this 
story more completely, it seems to me, than 
in any other. It is written with a man's 
sense of decency and a woman's sense of 
delicacy — and the love of both man and 
woman is in it to a very extraordinary de- 
gree. The fighting stories seem to me to be 
pure man — though I suppose that there are 
Highland women (like Scott's " Highland 
Widow") capable of their stern savagery. 
But on these alone, Fiona's sex scarcely could 
have been accepted unchallenged. But what 
seems to me to show plainest, in all the stories 
together, is not the trifle that they are by a 
man or by a woman but that they have come 
out of your inspired soul. They seem to 
be the result of some outside force constrain- 
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ing you to write them. And with their fresh- 
ness they have a curious primordial flavour — 
that comes, I suppose, from the deep roots 
and full essences of life which are their sub- 
stance of soul. Being basic, elementary, they 
are independent of time; or even race. In 
a literary — technically literary — way they 
seem to me to be quite your most perfect 
work. I am sensitive to word arrangement, 
and some of your work has made me rather 
disposed to swear at you for carelessness. 
You have not always taken the trouble to hunt 
for the word that you needed. But these 
stories are as nearly perfect in finish, I think, 
as literary endeavour can make them. And 
they have that effect of flow and ease that 
can only come — at least, I can imagine it 
only as arriving — from the most persistent 
and laborious care. In the detail of make-up, 
I am especially impressed by the insertion of 
the Shadow Seers just where the key is 
changed radically. They are at once your 
justifying pieces for what has gone before, 
and an orchestral interlude before the wholly 
different Seanachas b^n. Of all in the 
book, my strongest affection is for " The Last 
Supper.*' It seems to me to be the most 
purely beautiful, and the profoundest thing 
that you have done. 
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I feel that some strong new current must 
have come into your life ; or that the normal 
current has been in some way obstructed or 
diverted — for the animating spirit of these 
new books reflects a radical change in your 
own soul. The Pagan element is entirely 
subordinated to and controlled by the inner 
passions of the soul. In a word you have 
lifted your work from the flesh-level to the 
soul-levd. . . . 

What you say in your letter of worry and 
ill-health saddens me. It is tmjust that your 
rare power of creation stould be hampered 
in any way. But it seems to me that there 
must be great consolation in your certain 
knowledge that you have greatly created, in 
spite of all. 

Always affectionately yours, 

T. A. J. 
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CHAPTER IV 

'* RUNES OF THE SORROW OF WOMEN " 

Green Fire 

During the most active years of the Fiona 
Macleod writings, the author was usually in 
a highly wrought condition of mental and 
emotional tension, which produced great rest- 
lessness, so that he could not long remain con- 
tentedly anywhere. We spent the summer 
of 1896 moving about from one place to 
another that had special interest for him. 
First we went to Bamborough, for sea-bath- 
ing (he was a fine swimmer), and to visit 
the little Holy Isle of the Eastern Shores, 
Lindisfame, lona's daughter. Thence to the 
Qyde to be near his mother and sisters. 
From Inverness we went to the Falls of Lora, 
in Ossian's country, and later we moved to 
one of William's favourite haunts, Loch Tar- 
bert, off Loch Fyne," where our friends Mr. 
and Mrs. Frank Kinder had taken a house 
for the summer. There I left him with his 
secretary-sister, Mary, and returned to Lon- 
don to recommence my work on The Glasgow 
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Herald. The two following letters to me told 
of the progress of his work: 



September 23d. 

" I am now well in writing trim I am glad 
to say. Two days ago I wrote the long- 
awaited *Rune of the Passion of Woman/ 
the companion piece in a sense to the ' Chant 
of Woman ' in Pharais — and have also done 
the Savoy story, ' The Archer ' (about 4,500 
words) and all but done 'Ahez the Pale/ 
To-day I hope to get on with the *Lily 
Leven/ . . . 

'^ I must make the most of this day of 
storm for writing. I had a splendid long 
sleep last night, and feel * spiff.' ... I am 
not built for mixed companies, and like them 
less and less in proportion as the imperative 
need of F. M. and W. S. for greater isolation 
grows. I realise more and more the literal 
truth of what George Meredith told me — 
that renunciation of ordinary social pleasures 
(namely of the ordinary kind in the ordinary 
way) is a necessity to any worker on the 
high levels: and unless I work that way I 
shall not work at all." 

26th Sept 

"... Yesterday turned out a splendid 
breezy day, despite its bad opening: one of the 
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most beautiful we have had, altho' too cold 
for bathing, and too rough for boating. I 
went off by myself for a long sail — and got 
back about 4. Later I went alone for an 
hour or so to revise what had stirred me so 
unspeakably, namely the third and condud- 
ing * Rune of the Sorrow of Women/ This 
last Rune tired me in preliminuy excitement 
and in the strange s^ni-conscious fever of 
composition more than anything of tiie kind 
since I wrote the first of the three in Phorais 
one night of storm when I was alone in Phe- 
nice Croft* 

^' I have given it to Mary to copy, so that 
I can send it to you at once. Tell me what 
you think smd fed about it. In a vague 
way not only you, Mona, Edith and others 
swam into my brain, but I have never so 
absolutdy felt the woman-soul within me: 
it was as though in some subtle way the soul 
of Woman breathed into my brain — and I 
fed vagudy as if I had given partial expres- 
sion at ieast to the inarticulate voice of a 
myriad woman who suffer in one or otiier 
of the triple ways of sorrow. For work, and 
rebuilding energy, I am thankful I came here. 
You were right: I was not really fit to go 
off to the Hebrides done> at the present 
jwidure, and might well have defeated my 
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own end. To-morrow momiii^ I shall be 
writing — probably at From the HiUs of 
Dream. 

From Tighnabruaich Hotel, a lovely little 
village in the Kyles of Bute, he wrote to me: 

** I am glad to be here, for though the 
weather has chatted for the worse I am so 
fond of the place and neighbourhood. But 
i¥hat I care for most is I am in a strong 
Fiona mood, tiiough more of dream and rev- 
eric — creatively — than of actual writing: 
indeed it is likdy all my woiic here, or nearly 
all, shall be done through dream and mental- 
eartocMiing. I have written * The Snow Sleep 
of Angus Ogue' for the winter Evergreen, 
aod am glad to know it is one of F. M.'s deep- 
est and best utterances.'' 

The Evergreen was a Quarterly started by 
Prof. Geddes, of which W. S. was Editor. 
Five numbers only were issued. During the 
autumn William had prepared for publica- 
tion by P. Geddes & Coll. a re-issue of the 
Tales contained in The Sin-Eater and The 
Washer of the Ford, in the form of a paper 
covered edition in three volumes, Barbaric 
Tales, Spiritual Tales, Tragic Romances. 
Each volume contained a new tale. Mr. W. 
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also the same n^ht to Mr. Arthur Symons. 
I remember the exchange of letters that 
passed between the three writers; unfor- 
tunatdy Fiona's letter to Mr. Symons, and 
the latter's answer, are not available. But 
I have two of the letters on the subject which, 
through the courtesy of Mr. Yeats, I am able 
to quote; both, unfortunately are undated. 
F. M. describes a second vision which, how- 
ever, had no connection with the coincidence. 
Mr. Yeats wrote: 

TnxYSA Castle, 
Co. Galway. 
My dear Sharp, 

Many thanks for your letter. You must 
have written it the very morning I was writ- 
ing to Mi^ Madeod. I have just returned 
from the Arran Islands where I had gone 
on a fishing boat, and where I go again at 
the end of this week. I am studying on the 
islands for the opening chapter of a story 
I am about to set out upon. I met two days 
ago an old man who hears the fairies he says 
every n%ht and complains much that their 
singing keeps him awake. He showed me a 
flute which he had got thinking that if he 
played it they might be pleased and so cease 
teasing him. I have met much curious lore 
here and in Arran. 
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I have had some singular experiences toy- 
sdf • I invoked one ni^ht the spirits of the 
moon and saw between sleep and waking a 
beautiful woman firing an arrow among the 
stars. That night she appeared to Symons 
who is staying here, and so impressed him 
that he wrote a poem on her, the only one 
he ever wrote to a dream, calling her the 
fountain of all song' or some such phrase. 
She was the S3rmbolic Diana. I invoked a 
different spirit another night and it appeared 
in dreams to an old French Count, who was 
stayii^ here, and was like Sjrmons ignorant 
of my invocations. He locked his door to 
try to keep it out. Please give my greetings 
to Miss Macleod. 

Yours Sincerely, 
W. B. Yeats. 

F. M. wrote in acknowledgment of a long 
critical letter from Mr. Yeats, to whom " she " 
had sent The Washer of the Ford: 

TAKBEinr oir Loch Fyne. 
Dear Mr. Yeats, 

Unforeseen circumstances have prevented 
my writing to you before this, and even now 
I must perforce be more brief than I would 
fain be in response to your long and deeply 
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interesting as well as generous letter. Alas, 
a long pencilled note (partly apropos of your 
vision of the woman shooting arrows, and 
of the strange coincidence of something of 
the same kind on my own part) has long 
since been devoured by a too voracious or 
too trustful gull — for a sudden gust of wind 
blew the quarto-sheet from off the deck of 
the small yacht wherein I and my dear friend 
and confrere of whom you know were sailing 
off Skye. . . . How good of you to write to 
me as you did. Believe me, I am grateful. 
There is no other writer whose good opinion 
could please me more — for I love your work, 
and take an endless delight in your poetry, 
and look to you as not only one of the rare 
few on whose lips is the honey of Magh Mell, 
but as one the dark zone of whose mind is 
lit with the strange stars and constellations 
of the spiritual life. Most cordially I thank 
you for your critical remarks. Even where 
I do not unreservedly agree, or where I ven- 
ture to differ (as for example, in the matter 
of the repetition of the titular words in " The 
Washer of the Ford " poem) I have carefully 
pondered all you say. I am particularly glad 
you feel about the "Annir Choille" as you 
do. Some people whom I would like to please 
do not care for it: yet I am sure you are 
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right in considering it one of the most vital 
things I have been able to do. 

With what delight I have read your lovely 
poem, " O'SuUivan Rue to the Secret Rose ! " 
I have read it over and over with ever 
deepening delight. It is one of your fin- 
est poems/ 1 think: though perhaps it can only 
be truly appreciated by those who are famil- 
iar with legendary Celtic history. We read 
it to each other, my friend and I, on a won- 
derful sundown " when evening fed the wave 
with quiet light," off one of the Inner Heb- 
rides (Colonsay, to the South of Oban). . . . 
I cannot quite make up my mind, as you ask, 
about your two styles. Personally, I incline 
not exactly to a return to the earlier but to 
a marriage of the two: that is, a little less 
remoteness, or subtlety, with a little more of 
fippling clarity. After reading your Blake 
paper (and with vivid interest and delight) 
I turned to an early work of yours which I 
value highly, Dhoya: and I admit that my 
heart moved to it. Between them lies, I 
think, your surest and finest line of work — 
with the light deft craft of The Celtic Twi- 
light. 

I hope you are soon going to issue the 
promised volume of poems. When my own 
book of verse is ready — it is to be called 
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Frem the HUls of Dream — it will g^ve mt 
such sincere pleasure to send ]mi a eopy. 
By the bye, I must not forget to thank you 
for introducing my work to Mr. Arthur 
Symons. He wrote to me a pleasant letter, 
and asked me to contribute to the Savoy, which 
I have done. I dare say my friend (who 
sends you comradely greetings, and says he 
will write in a day or two) will tell you more 
from me when he and you meet 

I had a strange vision the other day, 
wherein I saw the figure of a gigantic woman 
sleeping on the green hills of Ireland. As I 
watched, the sun waned and the dark came 
and the stars began to fall. They fell one 
by one, and each fell into the woman — and 
lo, of a sudden, all was bare running water, 
and the drowned stars and the transmuted 
woman passed from my seeing. This was a 
waking dream, an open vision: but I do not 
know what it means, though it was so wonder* 
fully vivid. In a vague way I realise that 
something of tremendous moment is being 
matured just now. We are on the verge of 
vitally important developments. And all the 
heart, all the brain, of the Celtic races shall 
be stirred. There is a shadow of mighty 
changes. Myself, I believe that new spirits 
have been embodied among us. And some 
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of the old have come back. We shall perish, 
you and I and all who fight under the ^^ Lift- 
ing of the Sunbeam " — but we shall pioneer 
a wonderful marvellous new life for human- 
ity. The other day I asked an old islesman 
where her son was buried. "He was not 
buried/' she said, ** for aU they buried his 
body. For a week ago I saw him lying on 
the heather, and talking swift an' wild with 
a Shadow." The Shadows are here. 
I most not write more just now. 
My cordial greetings to you, sincerely, 

Fiona Macleod. 

No sooner liad W. S. returned to London 
than he fell ill with nervous prostration, and 
ifveumatism. It was soon obvious that he 
could not remain in town, and that for a 
short time at any rate he must cease from 
pen-work. It therefore seemed an opportune 
moment for him to go to New York, and at- 
tend to his publishing interests there, espe- 
cially as Messrs. Stone & Kimball had recently 
failed. 

Before starting he had read and reviewed 
with much interest a volume of poems by 
the American poet, Mrs. Elizabeth Stoddard, 
and had received a pleased acknowledgment 
from lier husband Richard H. 
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New York, Oct. 30, 1896. 
My dear Sharp, 

I am greatly obliged to you for what you 
have written about my wife's poetry, any 
recogaixion of which touches me more nearly 
than anything that could be said about my 
own verse. . . . My wife has told you, I pre- 
sume, how much I enjoyed your wife's 
Women's Voices, just before I went into the 
Hospital, and how I composed a bit of verse 
in my head when I couldn't see to feed my- 
self. Do you ever compose in that silent 
way? I have taught myself to do without 
pens, ink, and paper, in verse; but I can't 
do so in prose, which would print itself in 
the thing I call my mind. Give my kindest 
regards and warmest good wishes to your 
Elizabeth, whose charming book is a favour- 
ite with my Elizabeth as well, as with 

Yours sincerely, 
R. H. Stoddard. 

Later, Mr. Stedman wrote an account of 
a dinner given to Mr. Stoddard to which W- 
S. was invited: 

Bronxville^ N. Y. 
Feb. 17, 1897. 

My dear Sharp, 

I have received your long letter of the 
25th Jany, and also a shorter one of the 30th 
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written at Mr. George Cotterell's house. I 
will say at the outset that I feel guilty at 
seeing the name of that lovable man and true 
poet; for although a year has passed since 
the completion of my (Victorian) Anthol- 
ogy I have been positively unable to write 
the letter which I have in my heart for him. 

. . . The most important social matter here 
this winter relating to our Guild will be a 
large important dinner to be given on March 
25th by the Author's Qub and his other 
friends, to Richard Henry Stoddard. We are 
going to try to make an exception to the rule 
that New York is not good to her own, and 
to render a tribute somewhat commensurate 
with Stoddard's life long services, and his 
quality as poet and man. A few invitations 
are going to be sent to literary men abroad, 
and I have been able to write about them to 
Besant, Dobson, Gamett and yourself. Of 
course I do not expect that you will come 
over here, and I am quite sure you will write 
a letter which can be read at the dinner, for 
I have in mind your personal friendship with 
Stoddard and affectionate comprehension of 
his genius and career. . . . 

On the 13th of April Mr. Stedman wrote 
again to report on the proceedings: 
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" Your letter to the Stoddard Banquet was 
by far the best and most inclusive of the 
various ones received, and it was read out 
to the 150 diners and met with high favour. 
I mailed you the full report of the affair, but 
believe I have not written you since it came 
off. It proved to be the most notable liter- 
ary occasion yet known in this city — was 
brilliant, magnetic, enthusiastic throughout. 
I felt a pride in my office as Chairman. The 
hall was one of the handsomest in America, 
the speaking of the most eloquent type, and 
full of laughter and tears. The Stoddards 
were deq)ly gratified by your letter. 

'' E. C S." 

My husband arrived in New York on All 
Hallow E'en and went direct to the hospitable 
house of Mr. Alden whence he wrote to me : 

Metucren, N. J., 
xst Nov., xSi^d 
**. . . Of course nothing can be done till 
Wednesday. All America is aflame with ex- 
citement — and New York itsdf is at fever- 
heat. I have never seen such a sight as yes- 
terday. The whole enormous city vsras a mass 
of flags and innumerable Republican and 
Democratic insignia — with the streets 
thronged wttii over two million pecq>le. The 
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whole business quarter made a gigantic parade 
that took 7 hours in its passage — and the 
business men alone amounted to over 100,000. 
Everyone — as indeed not only America, but 
Great Britain and all Europe — is now look- 
ing eagerly for the final word on Tuesday 
night. The larger issues are now clearer : not 
merely that the Bryanite so-cent dollar (in- 
stead of the standard 100 cent) would have 
far reaching disastrous effects, but that the 
whole struggle is one of the anarchic and 
destructive against the organic and construc- 
tive forces. However, this tremendous crisis 
will come to an end — pro tem. at any rate 
— on Tuesday night ..." 

During his absence, F. M.'s romance, 
Green Fire, was published. The title was 
taken from a line in " Cathal of the Woods," 
"O green fire of life, pulse of the world, 
O Love I " And the deeper meaning of the 
expression " Green Life " — so familiar to all 
who knew " Fiona Macleod " — is suggested 
in a sentence at the close of the book : *' Alan 
knew that strange nostalgia of the mind for 
impossible things. Then, wrought for a while 
from his vision of green life, and flamed by 
another green fire than that bom of earth, 
he dreamed his dream." 
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To me, the author wrote from New York : 

" . • . I am indeed glad you like Green 
Fire so well. And you are right in your in- 
sight: Annaik is ttie real human magnet. 
Ynys is an idealised type, what I mean by 
Ideala or Esclarmoundo, but she did not take 
hold of me like Annaik. Alan, too, is a 
variation of the Ian type. But Annaik has 
for me a strange and deep attraction: and I 
am sure the abiding personal interest must be 
in her. You are the only one who seems 
to have understood and perceived this — 
certainly the only one who has noticed it. 
Some day I want to tell Annaik's story in 
full " 

The author had read much Breton lore 
during his study of French Literature, and 
as his interest had for a time been centred on 
the land of the kindred €elt, he determined 
to make it the setting of a new Romance. 
He had never been there, so drew on his 
imagination for the depiction of the places 
he knew of by hearsay only. The result, 
when later he judged the book in cool criti- 
cism, he considered to be unsatisfactory as to 
structure and balance. He realised, that al- 
though the Fiona impetus produced the first 
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chapter and the latter part, the plot and mdo* 
dramatic character of the Breton story arc 
due to W. S. ; that the descriptions of nature 
are written by F. M. and W. S. in fusion, 
are in character akin to the descriptions in 
The Children of To-morrow, written by W. 
S. in his transition stage. Consequently, 
when in 1905, he discussed with me what he 
wished preserved of his writings, he asked 
my promise that I would never republish the 
book in its entirety. 

In order to preserve what he himself cared 
for, he rewrote the Highland portion of the 
book, named it "The Herdsman" and in- 
cluded it in The Dominion of Dreams. {In 
the Uniform Edition, it is placed, together 
with a series of detached Thought-Fragments 
from Green Fire, in The Divine Adventure, 
Vol. IV.) He never carried out his inten- 
tion of writing Annaik's story in full. Had 
he done so it would have been incorporated 
in a story, partly reminiscent of his early so- 
journ among the gipsies, and have been called 
The Gipsy Trail. 

Some months later Mr. W. B. Yeats wrote 
to W. S. : 

" I have read ' Green Fire * since I saw you. 
I do not think it is one of your well-built 
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stories, and I am certain that the writing is 
constantly too self-consciously picturesque; 
but the atmosphere, the romance of much of 
it, of 'The Herdsman' part in particular 
haunts me ever since I laid it down. 

" * Fiona Macleod ' has certainly discovered 
the romance of the remote Gaelic places as no 
one else has ever done. She has made the 
earth by so much the more beautiful/' 

And Mr. George Russell (A. E.) wrote to 
F. M. from Dublin: 

Dear Fiona Macleod, 

My friend, Willie Yeats, has just come by 
me wrapt in a faery whirlwind, his mouth 
speaking great things. He talked much of 
reviving the Druidic mysteries and vaguely 
spoke of Scotland and you. These stirring 
ideas of his are in such a blaze of light that, 
but for the inspiration of a presence always 
full of enthusiasm, I would get no ideas at 
all from him. But when he mentioned your 
name and spoke of the brotherhood of the 
Celts and what ties ought to unite them, I 
remembered a very kindly letter which I had 
put on one side waiting for an excuse to write 
again. So I gladly take Yeats' theory of 
what ought to be and write. . . • 
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Thoughts inspired by what is written or 
said are aimed at the original thinker and 
from every quarter converge on his inner 
nature. Perhaps you have felt this. It 
means that these people are putting fetters 
on you, binding you to think in a certain 
way (what they expect from you) ; and there 
is a danger of the soul getting bent so that 
after its first battle it fights no more but 
repeats dream upon dream its first words in 
answer to their demand and it grows more 
voice and less soul every day. I read Green 
Fire a few weeks ago and have fallen in 
love with your haunted seas. Your nature 
spirit is a little tragic. You love the Mother 
as I do, but you seem for ever to expect 
some revelation of awe from her lips where 
I would hide my head in her bosom. But 
the breathless awe is true also — to "meet 
on the Hills of Dream," that would not be 
so difficult. I think you know that? Some 
time when the power falls on me I'll send a 
shadow of myself over seas just to get the 
feeling of the Highlands. I have an intui- 
tion that the *' fires " are awakening some- 
where in the North West. I may have met 
you indeed and not known you. We are so 
different behind the veil. Some who are 
mighty of the mighty there are nothing below, 
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and then waking life keeps no memory of 
their victorious deeds in sleep. And if I 
saw you your inner being might assume some 
old Druidic garb of the soul, taking that form 
because you are thinking the Druidic thought 
The inner being is protean and has a thousand 
changes of apparel. I sat beside a friend and 
while he was meditating, the inner being 
started up in Egyptian splendour robed in 
purple and gold. He had chanced upon some 
mood of an ancient life. I write to you of 
these things judging that you know of them 
to some extent here: that your inner nature 
preserves the memory of old initiations, so 
I talk to you as a comrade on the same 
quest. You know too I think that these al- 
luring visions and thoughts are of little im- 
port unless they link themselves unto our 
humanity. It means only madness in the end. 
I know people whose lamps are lit and they 
see wonderful things but they themselves will 
not pass from vision into action. They fol- 
low beauty only like the dwellers in Tyre 
whom Ezekiel denounced,, "They have cor- 
rupted their wisdom by reascm of their bright- 
ness.'' Leaving these mystic things aside 
what you say about art is quite true except 
that I cannot regard art as the " quintessential 
life " unless art comes to mean the art of liv- 
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ing more than the art of the artists. . . • 
Sometime, perhaps, if it is in the decrees 
of the gods (our true selves) we may meet 
and speak of these things. But don't get en- 
slaved by your great power of expression. It 
ties the mind a litde. There was an old 
Hermetist who said " The knowledge of It is 
a divine silence and the rest of all the 
senses. . . /' 

You ask me to give my best. Sometimes 
I think silence is the best I can fed the 
sadness of truth here, but not the joy, and 
there must always be as exquisite a joy as 
there is pain in any state of conscious- 
ness. • • • 

A. E. 
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CHAPTER V 

FROM THE HILLS OF DREAM 

The Laughter of Peterkm 

On the wanderer's return to England his 
volume of poems From the HUls of Dream 
was published by P. Geddes & Coll. The first 
edition was dedicated to our godson Arthur 
AUhallow, younger son of Prof, and Mrs. 
Patrick Geddes, who was bom on that Hal- 
low E'en the anniversary of our Wedding- 
day. The volume consists of poems, runes 
and lyrics, written by F. M. between 1893 
and 1896; and a series of "prose rh)rthms" 
entitled " The Silence of Amor." 

A s)rmpathetic letter from Mr. Ernest Rhys, 
drew a quick response: 

MUKSAYFIELD^ MIDLOTHIAN, 

23:11:96. 

Dear Mr. Rhys, 

On my coming from the West to Edin- 
burgh, for a few days, I found your very 
welcome and charming letter, among others 
forwarded to me from the Outlook Tower. 



From the Hills of Dream 

It gratifies me very much that you whose 
work I so much admire and with whose aims 
and spirit I am in so keen sympathy, care 
so well for the " Hills of Dream." These are 
hills where few inhabit, but comrade always 
knows comrade there — and so we are sure 
to meet one another, whether one carry a 
" London Rose " or a sheaf of half-barbaric 
Hill-Runes. It may interest you to know that 
the name which seems to puzzle so many 
people is (though it does exist as the name 
" Fiona," not only in Ossian but at the pres- 
ent day, though rarely) the Gaelic diminu- 
tive of "Fionaghal" (i. e. Flora). For the 
rest — I was bom more than a thousand 
years ago, in the remote region of Gaeldom 
known as the Hills of Dream. There I have 
lived the better part of my life, my father's 
name was Romance, and that of my mother 
was Dream. I have no photograph of their 
abode, which is just under the quicken-arch 
immediately west of the sunset-rainbow. You 
will easily find it. Nor can I send you a 
photograph of myself. My last fell among 
the dew-wet heather, and is now doubtless 
lining the cells of the wild bees. 

All this authentic information I gladly send 
you! Sincerely yours, 

Fiona Macleod. 
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Eariy in 1897 Mr. Yeats wrote from Paris 
to F. M. concerning aims and ideals he was 
endeavouring to shape into expression for the 
re-vivifying of Celtic Ireland, and out of 
which has evolved the Irish National Theatre : 

My dear Miss Macleod, 

I owe you a letter for a long time, and 
can only promise to amend and be more 
prompt in future. I have had a busy autumn, 
always trying to make myself do more work 
than my disposition will permit, and at such 
times I am the worst of correspondents. I 
have just finished a certain speech in The 
Shadowy Waters, my new poem, and have 
gone to The CafS du Musie de Cluny to smoke 
and read the Irish news in the Times, I 
should say I wrote about your book of poems 
as you will have seen in the Bookman, I 
have just now a plan I want to ask you about? 
Our Irish Literary and Political literary or- 
ganisations are pretty complete (I am trying 
to start a Young Ireland Society, among the 
Irish here in Paris at the moment) and I 
think it would be very possible to get up 
Celtic plays through these Societies. They 
would be far more effective than lectures and 
might do more than anything else we can 
do to make the Irishi Scotch and other Celts 
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recognise their solidarity. My own plays are 
too elaborate, I think, for a start, and have 
also the disadvantage that I cannot ut^e my 
own work in committee. If we have one or 
two short direct prose plays, of (say) a my- 
thological and folklore kind, by you and by 
some writer (I may be able to move O'Grady, 
I have already spoken to him about it ur- 
gently) I feel sure we could get the Irish Liter- 
ary Society to make a start. They have in- 
deed for some time talked of doing my Land 
of Hearfs Desire. 

My own theory of poetical or legendary 
drama is that it should have no realistic, or 
elaborate, but only a symbolic and decorative 
setting. A forest, for instance, should be 
represented by a forest pattern and not by 
a forest painting. One should design a scene, 
which would be an accompaniment, not a re- 
flection of the text. This method would have 
the further advantage of being fairly cheap, 
and altogether novel. The acting should 
have an equivalent distance to that of the play 
from common realities. The plays might be 
almost, in some cases, modem mystery plays. 
Your " Last Supper," for instance, wotdd make 
such a play; while your story in the Savoy 
would arrange as a strong play of merely 
human tragedy. I shall try my own hand 
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possibly at some short prose plays also, but not 
yet I merely suggest these things because 
they are a good deal on my mind, and not that 
I wish to burden your already full hands. My 
" Shadowy Waters " is magical and mystical 
beyond an3rthing I have done. It goes but 
slowly, however, and I have had to recast 
all I did in Ireland some years ago. Mr. 
Sharp heard some of it in London in its first 
very monotonous form. I wish to make it 
a kind of grave ecstasy. 

I am also at the start of a novel which 
moves between the Islands of Aran and Paris, 
and shall have to go again to Aran about it. 
After these books I start a long cherished 
project — a poetical version of the great Cel- 
tic epic tale, Deirdre, CuchuUin at the Ford, 
and CuchuUin's death, and Dermot and 
Grainne. I have some hopes that Mr. Sharp 
will come to Paris on his way back to Eng- 
land. I have much to talk over with him, 
I am feeling more and more every day that 
our Celtic movement is approaching a new 
phase. Our instrument is sufficiently pre- 
pared as far as Ireland is concerned, but the 
people are less so, and they can only be stirred 
by the imagination of a very few acting on 
all. 

My book The Secret Rose was to have 
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been out in December but it has been post- 
poned till February. If I have any earlier 
copies you shall have one. I am specially 
curious to know what you think of a story 
called "The Adoration of the Magi" which 
is a half prophecy of a very veiled kind. 

Yours truly, 
W. B. Yeats. 

The prolonged strain of the heavy dual 
work added to by an eager experimentation 
with certain psychic phenomena — with which 
he had long been familiar but wished further 
to investigate, efforts in which at times he 
and Mr. W. B. Yeats collaborated — b^;an to 
tell heavily on him, and to produce very dis- 
quieting symptoms of nervous collapse. We 
decided therefore that he should pass the dead 
months of the year, as he called December 
and January, in the South of France. From 
St Remy while on a visit to Mr. and Mrs. 
Janvier ke wrote to me: 

" I am not going to lament that even the 
desire to think-out anything has left me — 
much less the wish to write — for I am sure 
that is all in the order of the day towards 
bettemess. But I do now fully realise that 
I must give up everything to getting back 
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my old buoyancy and nervous strength — and 
that prolonged rest and open air are the para- 
mount needs. ... 

"However, enough of this, henceforth I 
hope to have to think of and report on the 
up-wave only. 

''I am seated in a little room close to 
the window — and as I look out I first see 
the boughs of a gigantic sycamore through 
which the mistral is roaring with a noise like a 
gale at sea. Beyond this is a line of cypresses, 
and apparently within a stone's throw are 
the extraordinary wildly fantastic mountain- 
peaks of St. Remy. I have never seen any^ 
thing like them. No wonder they are called 
the Dolomites of France. They are, too, in 
aspect unspeakably ancient and remote. 

"We are practically in the country, and 
in every way, with its hill-air and beauty, the 

change from Tarascon is most welcome 

There is a strange but singularly fascinating 
blend of north and south here just now. The 
roar of the mistral has a wild wintry sound, 
and the hissing of the wood fire is also sug- 
gestive of the north: and then outside there 
are the unmistakable signs of the south and 
those fantastic unreal like hills. I never so 
fully recognise how intensely northern I am 
than when I am in the south. . . . '* 
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The following fragment of a diary — all 
there is for 1897 — gives a record of the 
work he had in progress : also shows his way 
of noting (or not noting!) his outgoing ex- 
penses: 

January ist^ 1897. — A day of extreme 
beauty at Sainte-Maxime (Var). In the 
morning wrote letters, etc., and then walked 
into Sainte-Maxime and posted them, and sent 
a td^ram to Elizabeth, to be delivered at 
dinner time, with New Year greetings and 
Fair Wishes. 

Worked at "Ahez the Pale," and, having 
finished the revision of it from first to last, 
did it up with " The Archer," and then sent 
(with long letter of general instructions about 
the re-issue of F. M/s tales in 3 vols.. Spirit- 
ual Tales, Barbaric Tales, and Tragic 
Romances) to Lilian Rea, at the Outlook 
Tower. 

After dinner went a long walk by the sea. 
Noticed a peculiarity by which tho' the sea 
was dead calm, and on the eastern side of 
the littoral of Ste. Maxime made hardly a 
ripple, the noise on the further side was like 
that of a rushing train or of a wind among 
pinewoods. I walked round, and found oily 
waves beating heavily on the shore. Tidal, 
possibly. Expenses to-day, iLetters, fr. 3.90. 
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Td^grams 5.90, Poor Man ja Board 
at bocd. 

Total - " . 
After his return to Loadon be wnUe to 
Mrs. Janvier: 



Marcii la iSoT' 

'^ . . . Altfaoui^ I liaTC had an tinplfa,saiit 
menial and {Aysical sct-hack the last three 
days, I am steadily (at least I hope so) gain- 
ing ground — but I have never yet regained 
the health or spirits I was in at St. Remy, 
tho' even there far more worn in mind and 
body than even you guessed. But with the 
spring I shall get well. 

** I am heart and soul with Greece in this 
war of race and freedom — and consider the 
so-called * Concert ' a mockery and a sham. 
It is a huge Capitalist and Reactionary Bogus 
Company. Fortunately the tide of indigna- 
tion is daily rising here — and even the Con- 
servative papers are at one with the Liberal 
on the central points. Were I a younger man 
— or rather were I free — I would now be 
in Greece or on my way to join the Hellenes. 
As you will see by enclosed, I am one of the 
authors who have sent a special message 
to the Athenian President of the Chamber. 
U is a stirring time, and in many ways. . • .** 
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March 22d. 

" • . . What a whirl of excitement life is, 
just now. I am all on fire about the iniquities 
of this Turkish-Finance triumph over honour, 
chivalry, and the old-time sense that the 
world can be well lost. There are many other 
matters, too, for deep excitement — interna- 
tional, national, literary, artistic, personal. It 
is the season of sap, of the young life, of 
green fire. Heart-pulses are throbbing to the 
full : brains are eflFervescing under the strong 
ferment of the wine of life: the spiral flames 
of the spirit and the red flower of the flesh 
are fanned and consumed and recreated and 
fanned anew every hour of every day. . . . 

" This is going to be a strange year in many 
ways: a year of spiritual flames moving to 
and fro, of wild vicissitudes for many souls 
and for the forces that move through the 
minds of men. The West will redden in a 
new light — the * west ' of the forlorn peoples 
who congregate among our isles in Ireland — 
* the West ' of the dispeopled mind. 

" The common Soul is open — one can see 
certain shadows and lights as though in a mir- 
ror. . . ." [The letter ends abruptly.] 

Towards the end of April I went to Paris 
to write upon the two ** Salons," and my hus- 
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band, still very unwell, went to St. Margaret's 
Bay, whence he wrote to me : 

'' Sunday (on the shore by the sea, and in 
the sunshine) . I wonder what you are doing 
to-day? I feel very near you in ^rit as I 
always do when I have been reading, hear- 
ing, or seeing any beautiful thing — and this 
foreEioon I have done all tiiree, ior I am 
looking upon the beauty of sunlit wind-sw«pt 
sea, all pale green and while, and upon the 
deep blue sky above the white dtffs, upon 
(the jackdaws and gulls dense black or snowy 
against the azure, upon the green life along 
and up tlie diif-face, upon the yellows-green 
cystus bushes dtielow -*- and am iisteoiag to the 
sough of the wind, soft and balmy, and the 
rush and break of the sunlit waves among 
the pebbly reaches just beyond me ^^ and have 
been ireading Maeterlindc's two essays, ' iTfae 
Deeper Life ' and ' The Inner Beauty.' 

''I am longipg to be <regidaf]y at w0ck 
again — and now (f led as if at last I <3an do 



" Moite and .mart absolutely, in dooe sense, 
are W. S. and F. M. becoming two persons 
— often married in mind and one nature, 
but often absolutdy distinct. I am filled jwith 
a passion of dream and work. . . . 
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-'Friendship, ^^epen^ig into serene ;^$i 
t)ea)^tiful flame, is qne of the mo^ .^n^b^iflg 
and lovely ,inQti|^ces the world has. . . . 

"Wiusioy. 

" P. S. Agftin 3W\e rnqre ^ ood itijiiflgs. 
Constables have accepted my givk^ ^^p 7"^ 
LUy Leven indefinitely — and instead have 
agreed to my proposal to write a child's book 
(dealing with the Celtic Wonderworld) to 
be called The Laughter of Peterkm. . . t^ 

From Paris I went to St. Remy for a short 
visit to our friends the Janviers, and ray birtfi- 
day found me still there. My husband had 
been considerably perplexed how he was to 
celebrate the day for me from a distance. 
On the early morning of the 17th of May 
the waiter brought me my coffee and my let- 
ters to my room as usual, and told me 
gravely that a large packet had arrived for 
me during the night, with orders that it 
should not be delivered to me till the morn- 
ing. Should it be brought up stairs? The 
next moment the door was pushed open and 
in came the radiant smiling unexpected ap- 
parition of my Poet! In a little town an 
event of this sort is soon known to everyone, 
and that evening when he and I went ior 
a walk, and sauntered ,throug}i the li^e 
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boulevards, we found we were watched for 
and greeted by everyone, and heads were 
popped out of windows just to see " les 
amants." 

After his equally rapid return to town he 
wrote to me: 

" It seems very strange to be here and at 
work again — or rather it is the interlude 
that seems so strange and dreamlike. This 
time last week it was not quite certain if I 
could get away, as it depended partly upon 
finishing the Maeterlinck Essay and partly 
upon the postponement of due date for the 
monograph on Orchardson. Then Richard 
Whiteing came in. Then at last I said that 
since fortune wouldn't hurry up it could go 
to the devil — and I would just go to my 
dear wife: and so I went. And all is welL 
Only a week ago to-day since I left! How 
dramatic it all is — that hurried journey, the 
long afternoon and night journey from Paris, 
the long afternoon and night journey to 
Tarascon — the drive at dawn and sunrise 
through beautiful Provence — the meeting 
you — the seeing our dear friends there 
again. And then that restful Sunday, that 
lovely birthday!" 

And again a few days later: 
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" Herewith my t3rped copy of your Wilfion's 
last writing. Called ' The Wayfarer ' though 
possibly, afterwards, * Where God is, there 
is Light,' it is one of the three Spiritual 
Moralities of which you know two already, 
' The Fisher of Men ' and * The Last Supper.' 
In another way, the same profound truth is 
emphasised as in the other two — that Love 
is the basic law of spiritual life. *The Re- 
deemer liveth' in these three: Compassion, 
Beauty, Love — the three chords on which 
these three harmonies of Fiona's inner life 
have been bom. . . • " 

"The Wayfarer" was published in Cos- 
mopolis, and afterwards included in The 
Winged Destiny. 

On the loth of June the author went for 
a night to Burford Bridge, in order to have 
some talks with George Meredith, While 
there he began to write "The Glory of the 
King," ("Ulad of the Dreams"), and two 
days later he finished it on reaching home. 

In the summer of 1897 he visited Ireland 
for the first time. In Dublin he met Mr. 
George Russell — whose beautiful verse was 
first published over the initials A. E. — Mr. 
Standish O'Grady and other writers with 
whom he had been in correspondence ; and he 
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greatly enjoyed a visit to Mr. Edward Martin 
at Tillyra Castle in Galway. Among several 
enthusiastic letters I received the following: 

''. . . I find it almost impossible to attempt 
to tell you the varied and beautiful delights 
of this lovely place. . . . The country is 
strarigt and fascinating — at once so austere, 
so rethote, so ttnusual, and so character- 
istic. ... 

"Lord Morris, and Martin and I go dff 
to-day ' to show me the b^ufies of the wild 
coast of Clare.' It is glorious auttumial 
weather, with unclouded sky, and I am look- 
ing forward tb the trip immensely. We leave 
at II, and drive to Ardrahan, and there g<% 
a train southward into Coimty Qare, aiid at 
Etinis catch a little loopline t0 the coast. 
Then for two hours we drive to the famous 
OilFs of Moher, gigantic precipices facing the 
Atlantic — ^^arid then for two hours move 
round the wild headlands of Blackhead — 
and so, in the afternoon, to the beautiful 
Glai'e ' spa ' of Lisdoonvama, where we dine 
lafe and sleep. Next day we return by some 
famous Rouild Tower of antiquity, whose! 
nai^he I have forgotten. Another day soon -^t 
tit to go into Galway, and to the Aran Isles. 

"On Thursday Yeats arrives, also Df. 
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Dons^as Hyde, and possibly Standish O'Grady 
—and Lady Gregory, cMie of the moving 
spirita kt this projected new Cehic Drama. 
She \s: my host's nearest neighbour, and has 
at IcMrety (dace (Cocde Paiic) about five miles 
southwest from here, near Goxt. I drove 
thcr^ wiA> Sir N. G. yesterday, in a car, 
through a strai^, fascinating, austere country. 

^' The people here are distinct from any I 
have seen — and the women in particular are 
very strSiing with their great dark eyes, and 
lovdy cDflopIexions and their picturesque 
^ snoods.' 

'' The accent is not very marked, and the 
voices are low and pleasant, and the people 
courteous to a high degree. 

^' In the evemng we had music — and so 
ended delightfully my first detightf ut day in 
me n^esi* • • •■ 

" I forgot to tdS yon that I arrived late — 
and of oourse at Adieniry only — some 14 
miles irom here. I had to wait some time 
till a car could be got — and what a drive 
I had! The man said that ' Plaze God, he 
would have me at TuU-lyra before the gintry 
had given me up entoirely ' — and he was as 
good as his word I The night was dark, and 
the roads near Athenry awful after the recent 
gale and rains — and it was no joke to hold 
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on to the car. Whenever we came to a par- 
ticularly bad bit (and I declared afterwards 
that he took some of the stone dykes at a 
leap) he cried — * Now thin yer honour, whin 
I cry Whiroo! you hould on an' trust to 
God' — and then came his wild Whiroo! and 
the horse seemed to spring from the car, and 
the jarvey and I to be flying alongside, 
and my rope-bound luggage to be kicking 
against the stars — and then we came down 
with a thud, and when I had a gasp of re- 
found breath I asked if the road was as 
smooth and easy all the way, whereat my 
friend laughed genially and said, * Be aisy at 
that now — shure we're coming to the bad 
bit soon ! ' . . . 

"Not far from here is a fairy-doctor, I 
am going to see him some day. It is strange 
that when one day Lady Gr^[ory took one 
of Russell's mystical drawings (I think of the 
Mor Re^;a) and showed it to an old woman, 
she at once exclaimed that that was the 
* photograph ' of the fairy queen she had often 
seen, only that the strange girdle of fan- 
flame was round her waist and not on her 
head as in the drawing. An old man here 
also has often met 'the secret people,' and 
when asked to describe one strange ' fairy 
lord ' he has encountered more than once, it 
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was so like G. R.*s drawing that that was 
shown him among several others, and he at 
once picked it outl 
** It is a haunted land. 

"In haste (and hunger), 

"WiLF. 

" P. S. I have been thinking much over 
my long-projected consecutive work (i. e. as 
W. S.) — in five sequel books — on the drama 
of life as seen in the evolution of the dreams 
of youth — begun, indeed, over ten years ago 
in Paris — but prcsciently foregone till ten 
maturing years should pass. 

" But now the time has come when I may, 
and should, and indeed, now, must, write this 
Epic of Youth. That will be its general col- 
lective name — and it will interest you to 
know the now definitely fixt names of these 
five (and all very long) books; each to be 
distant and complete in itself, yet all se- 
quently connected: and organic and in the 
true sense dramatic evolution of some seven 
central types of men and women from youth 
to maturity and climax, along the high and 
low levels. 

'' Name : The Epic of Youth. 

I. The Hunters of Wisdom. 
II. The Tyranny of Dreams. 
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III. The Star of Fortunie. 

IV. The Datighters of Vengeance. 
V. The Iron Gates. 



" This will take five years to do — so it is 
a big task to set, before the end of 1902 ! — 
especially as I have other work to do, and 
F. M.'s, herself as ambitious. But method, 
and maturer power and thought, can accom- 
plish with far less nervous output^ what other- 
wise was impossible, and only at a killing or 
at least perilous strain.- 

" So wish me well ! " 

But the pressure of health, of the needs of 
daily livelihood, and of the more dominating 
ambitions of F. M. prevented the fttlfilment 
of this scheme. 

Matiy tbnes he tsAked of it, drafted out 
portions Of it — but it remained unaccom- 
plished, and all that exists of it is the begin- 
ning chapters of the first book written in 
Paris ten years before, and theii called Casar 
of France. 

London proved to be impossible to him 
owing to the excitable condition of his brain. 
Therefore he took rooms in Hastings whence 
he wrote to me: 
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Not. 21, iSgf. 

'' I aih so glad to be here, in this sunlight 
By the sea. Li|^ dnd motion — what a joy' 
these are. The eyes become devitalised iil 
the paU of London gloom. . . . 

"There is a glorious ampHtude of light. 
The mind bathes in these illimitable vistas. 
Wind and Wave and Sun: hovr regenerative 
these elder brothers are. 

" Solomon says there is no delight like wis- 
dom, and that wisdom is the heritage of age: 
but there is a divine unwisdom which is thd 
heritage of youth — and I would rather bo 
yovmg for a year than wise for a cycle. 
There are some who live without the pulse 
of youth in the mind : on the day, in the hour, 
I no longer feel that quick pulse, I will go 
out like a blown flame. To be young; to 
keep young: that is the story and despair of 
life. . . ." 

Among the Christmas publications of 1897 
appeared The Laughter of Peterkin by Fiona 
Macleod. This book, issued by Messrs. 
Archibald Constable and illustrated by Mr. 
Sunderland RoUinson, was a new departure 
for the author, an interlude in the midst of 
more strenuous original work; for it was the 
re-telling of three old tales of Celtic Wonder- 
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land: "The Four White Swans," or "The 
Children of Lir," " The Fate of the Sons of 
Turenn," and "Darthool and the Sons of 
Usna." 

Some years later, after the publication of 
Lady Gregor/s Gods and Fighting Men, Mr. 
Alfred Nutt wrote to F. M. and suggested 
that she should again turn her attention to 
the re-telling of some of the beautiful old 
Celtic tales and legends. My husband, how- 
ever, realised that he had far more dreams 
haunting the chambers of his mind than he 
could have time to give expression to. There- 
fore, very regretfully, he felt constrained to 
forego what otherwise would have been a 
work of love. 
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CHAPTER VI 

WIVES IN EXILE 

Silence Farm 

The production of the Fiona Macleod work 
was accomplished at a heavy cost to the 
author as that side of his nature deepened 
and became dominant. The strain upon his 
energies was excessive: not only from the 
necessity of giving expression to the two sides 
of his nature ; but because of his desire, that, 
while under the cloak of secrecy F. M. should 
develop and grow, the reputation of William 
Sharp should at the same time be maintained. 
Moreover each of the two natures had its own 
needs and desires, interests and friends. The 
needs of each were not always harmonious 
one with the other, but created a complex con- 
dition that led to a severe nervous collapse. 
The immediate result of the illness was to 
cause an acute depression and restlessness 
that necessitated a continual change of evir- 
onment. In the early part of 1898 he went 
in turn to Dover, to Bournemouth, Brighton, 
and St. Margaret's Bay. He was much alone, 
except for the occasional visit of an intimate 
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friend; for I could go to him at the week- 
ends only, as I had the work in London to 
attend to. The sea, a^d solitude, however, 
proved his best allies. 
To Mrs. Janyier he wrote: 

''. . . I am skirting the wood of shadows. 
I am filled with vague fears — and yet a clear 
triumphant laughter goes through it, though 
whether of life or death no one knows. I 
am also in a duel with other forces than^ose 
of human wills — and I need all my courage 
and strength. At the moment I have recov- 
ered my psychic control over certain media. 
It cannot last more than a few days, at -most 
a few weeks at a time : but in that time i am 
myself. . . . 

"Let there be peace in your heait: peace 
and hope transmuted into joy: in your mind, 
the dusking of no shadow, the menace of no 
gloom, but light, energy, full life: and 4o 
you in your whole being, tiie pulse of youth, 
tiie flame of green fire. . . ." 

At the end pf April he wrote to R. Mi|r^^y 
Gilchm^t .from 3t. Ma^aret's rBay: 

J kww yw will ha,ye been sprry to hear 
4jiftt ;I ia^ve fe^ep ill ^ ^nd b^jl to l^,^ve ^flrk, 
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and hoine. The immediate caus^ was a $e- 
v<ere and sudden attack of influenza which 
went to membranes of the head and brain, 
and. all but resulted in brain fever. Thisieyil 
was av-erted — but it and the possfible .cell- 
lapse of your friend Will were at one titiae, 
and for some days, an inuninent prob^ility. 
I have now been a fortnight in this quiet 
sea-haven, and am practically myself again* 
Part of my work is now too hopelessly in ar- 
rears ever Xo catch up. Fortunately, our 
friend Miss F. M. practically finished ht^ 
book just before she got iH too. — and ^ere 
is a likelihood that There is Bat One l^P^e 
[published |n the following year undi^ the 
title of The Dominion of Dreams] will come 
out this Spring. A feiw days will jle- 
^»i)*^* • • • 

Your friend and Sianlover, 
(in the deep sense you Ipiow I ^niean — 
for I have suffered much, t^t am now 
^gain fronting life .gravely jand with 
l^ugiling ey^), Will. 

aud again after his return to London: 

Rutland House. 

1/Ly ncAR RoB^rr, 

. . . Alter months of sickness, at one time 
at the gates of death, I am wbirlefi back from 
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the Iron Gates and am in the maelstrom again 

— fighting with mind and soul and body for 
that inevitable losing game which we call vic- 
tory. Well, the hour waits : and for good or 
ill I put forth that which is in me. The 
Utmost for the Highest. There is that motto 
for all faithful failures. • . . 

I am busy of course. And so, too, our 
friend F. M. — with an elixir of too potent 
life. The flame is best: and the keener, the 
less obscured of smoke. So I believe: upon 
this I build. Cosmopolis will ere long have 
The Wayfarer'* of hers — Good Words 
The Wells of Peace " — Harpers, something 

— Literature a spiritual ballad — and so forth. 
But her life thought is in another and stranger 
thing than she has done yet.^ . . . Your 
friend W. S. is busy too, with new and deeper 
and stronger work. The fugitive powers im- 
pel. I look eagerly to new work of yours: 
above all to what you colour with yourself. 
I care little for anything that is not quick 
with that volatile part of one which is the 
effluence of the spirit within. Write to me 
soon: by return best of all. You can help 
me — as I, I hope, can help you. 

It is only the fullest and richest lives that 
know what the heart of loneliness is. 

^The Divine Adventure. 
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You are my comrade, and have my love, 

Will. 

Two, among the many letters he wrote to 
me during that Spring — so full of suffer- 
ing for him and anxiety for me — are, I think, 
very indicative of the two phases of his na- 
ture. The first relates to views we held in 
common ; the second gives an insight into the 
primitive elemental soul that so often swayed 
him, and his work: 

March 29, 1898. 

"... Yes, in essentials, we are all at one. 
We have both learned and unlearned so much, 
and we have come to see that we are wrought 
mysteriously by forces beyond ourselves, but 
in so seeing we know that there is a great 
and deep love that conquers even disillusion 
and disappointment. . . • 

" Not all the wishing, not all the dream- 
ing, not all the will and hope and prayer we 
summon can alter that within us which is 
stronger than ourselves. This is a hard les- 
son to learn for all of us, and most for a 
woman. . We are brought up within such an 
atmosphere of conventional untruth to life 
that most people never even perceive the hope- 
less futility in the arbitrary ideals which are 
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imposed upon us ^^ and tbe r«)sult {qt the 
deeper natures, endless tragic miscarriage of 
love, peace, and hope. But, fortunately, those 
of us who to our own suffemg^ do see only 
too clearly, can still strike out ^ nobler ideal 

— one that does not shrink from the deepest 
responsibilities and yet can so widen and 
deepen the heart and spirit with Ipve that 
what else would be irremediable pain can be 
transmuted into hope^ into peace, and even 
into joy. 

" People talk much of this and that frailty 
or this or that circumstance as being among 
the commonest disintegrants of happiness. 
But far more faital for xnmy of us is that 
supreme disintetgrant, the Tyranny of Love 

— the love which is forever denwiding as 
its Sue that which is wholly independent of 
bonds, whidi is as the wind which Uoweth 
where it listeth or where it S3 imp^d, by 
the Spirit. We are taught such hopeless lies. 
And so men and won^o start life with ideals 
which seem fair, but are radically ox^sump- 
tive : ideals that are not only bound to perish, 
but that could not survive. The man of fifty 
who jQOuld be tiie same as he was at twenty 
is simply a man whose m^ital sxid spiritual 
life stopped short while he was yet a youdi. 
The woman of forty who could have the same 
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outlook on Hie as the girl of 19 or 20 would 
never have been other than one ignominioDsly 
deceived or hopelessly self^-eophisttcated. 
This ought not to be — but it must be as long 
as young men and women are fed mentally 
and spiritually upon the foolish and cowardly 
lies of a false and corrupt convention- 
alism. 

" No wonder that so many fine natures, 
men and women, are wrought to lifelong suf- 
fering. They are started with impossible 
ideals : and while some can never learn that 
their unhai>piness is the result, not of the 
falling short of others, but of the falsity of 
those ideals which they had so cherished — 
and while others learn first strength to endune 
the transmutations, and then power to weld 
these to far nobler and finer uses and ends 
— for both there is suflfering. Yet, even of 
that we make too much. We have all a tend- 
ency to nurse grief. The brooding spirit 
craves for the sunlight, but it will not leave 
the shadows. Often, Sorrow is our best ally. 

''The other night, tired, I fell asleep on 
my sofa. I dreamed that a beautiful spirit 
was standing beside me. He said : ' My 
Brother, I have come to give you the supr^ne 
gift that will heal you and save you.' I w 
swered eagerly: 'Give it me — what is it?' 
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And the fair radiant spirit smiled with beauti- 
ful solemn eyes, and blew a breath into the 
tangled garden of my heart — and when I 
looked there I saw the tall white Flower of 
Sorrow growing in the Sunlight'' 

St. Mabgarei^s Bay, 
May, 1898. 

(To E. A. S.y 

" I have had a very happy and peaceful 
afternoon. The isolation, with sun and wind, 
were together like soft cream upon my nerves : 
and I suppose that within twenty minutes 
after I left the station I was not only serenely 
at peace with the world in general, but had 
not a perturbing thought. To be alone, alone 
* in the open ' above all, is not merely healing 
to me but an imperative necessity of my life 
— and the chief counter agent to the sap that 
almost every person exercises on me, unless 
obviated by frequent and radical interruption. 

"By the time I had passed through the 
village I was already ' remote ' in dreams and 
thoughts and poignant outer enjoyment of the 
lovely actualities of sun and wind and the 
green life: and when I came to my favourite 
coign where, sheltered from the bite of the 
wind, I could overlook the sea (a mass of 
lovely, radiant, amethyst-shadowed, foam- 
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swept water), I lay down for two restful 
happy hours in which not once a thought of 
London or of any one in it, or of any one 
living, came to me. This power of living ab- 
solutely in the moment is worth not only a 
crown and all that a crown could give, but 
is the secret of youth, the secret of life. 

" O how weary I am of the endless recur- 
rence of the ordinary in the lives of most 
people — the beloved routine, the cherished 
monotonies, the treasured certainties. I 
grudge them to hone: they seem incidental to 
the common weal: indeed they seem even 
made for happiness. But I know one wild 
heart at least to whom life must come other- 
wise, or not at all. 

" To-day I took a little green leaf o* thorn. 
I looked at the sun through it, and a dazzle 
came into my brain — and I wished, ah I 
wished I were a youth once more, and was 
'sun-brother* and 'star-brother' again — to 
lie down at night, smelling the earth, and rise 
at dawn, smelling the fiew air out of the East, 
and know enough of men and cities to avoid 
both, and to consider little any gods ancient 
or modem, knowing well that there is only 
' The Red God ' to think of, he who lives and 
laughs in the red blood. . . . 

"There is a fever of the 'green life' in 
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neqr veins — bdow aU the ordinary littlenesses 
of coQTcntional life and all the ccmimonpiace 
of exterior: a ferer that makes me ill at ease 
with people even those I care for, that fills 
me with a weariness bejrond words and a nos- 
talgia for sweet impossiUe things^ 

'' This can be met in several ways — chiefly 
and best by the practical yoking of the imag- 
ination to the active mind — in a word, to 
work. If I can do this, well and good, either 
by forced absorption in contrary work (e. g. 
Caesar of France), or by kttif^ that go for 
the time and let the more creative instinct 
have free play : or by some radical change of 
environment: or again by some irresponsible 
and incalculable variation of work and brief 
day-absences. 

''At the moment, I am Kke a man of the 
hills held in fee: I am willing to keep my 
bond, to earn my wage, to hold to the fore- 
seen: and yet any moment a kestrel may fly 
overhead, mockmg me with a rock-echo, 
where only san and wind and bracken live — 
or an edc^ of wind may have the soogh of 
a pine in it — ^and then, in a flash — there^s 
my swift brain-dazzle in answer, and all the 
rapid falling away of these stupid faaH-real- 
ities, and only a wild instinct to go to my 
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Wives in ExU^ 

It v^s in this mood that be wfote to a 
friend: 

*\ . * but th€n, life is just like that. It is 
glad only *in the open/ and beautiful only 
became of its dreams. I wish I could live 
all my hours out of door$: I tntf no one in 
die world so much as the red deer, the eagle, 
the seamew. I am sure no king^ have so 
TOfsA a life sa the plovers amd ctn-lews have. 
All these hs^t freedom, rejoice contimially 
on the wind's wing, exalt alike iis stm and 
shade: to them day is day, and night is night, 
and there is nothing dse." 

His si»ise of recorrery was greatly height- 
ened by a delig^ul little wander m Hottand 
in May with Thomas A. Janvier, a jovial, 
breezy companion. Of all he saw the cbkf 
fascination proved to be l^hmd Marken, as 
be wrote to me: 

"We ate riow in the south Zuyder Zee, 
with marvdkms sky effects, and low lines of 
land in the distance Looking bade at Eiland 
Maiicen one sees she clusters of houses, at 
wide intervalsy dropped casually inta the sea. 

'' We had a delightful time in that quaintest 
of old world places, where the women are 
grotesque, the men grotesquer, and the chil* 
dren grctesqnest — as for the tubby, capped, 
gorgeous-^gaf bed, Uue-^yed, ydlow-hairedy im* 
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perturbable babies, they alone are worth com- 
ing to see. . . ." 

The foUowing is a letter from his other 
sdf : 

23d July, 189B. 
My dear Mr. Rhys, 

On my coming to Edinburgh for a few 
days I find the book you have so kindly sent 
to me. It is none the less welcome because 
it comes as no new acquaintance: for on its 
appearance a friend we have in common sent 
it to me. Alas, that copy lies among the 
sea-weed in a remote Highland loch ; for the 
book, while still reading in part, slipped over- 
board the small yacht in which I was sailing, 
and with it the MS. of a short story of mine 
appropriately named ** Beneath the Shadow of 
the Wave"! The two may have comforted 
each other in that solitude: or the tides may 
have carried them southward, and tossed 
them now to the Pembroke Stacks, now to 
the cliffs of Howth. Perhaps a Welsh crab 
may now be squeaking (they do say that crabs 
make a whistling squeak!) with a Gaelic ac- 
cent, or the deep-sea congers be reciting Welsh 
ballads to the young-lady-eels of the Hebrides. 
Believe me, your book has given me singular 
pleasure. I find in it the indescribable: and 
to me that is one of the tests, perhaps the 
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supreme test (for it involves so much) of 
imaginative literature. A nimble air of the 
hills is there: the rustle of remote woods; 
the morning cry, that is so ancient, and that 
still so thrills us. 

I most eagerly hope that you will recreate 
in beauty the all but lost beauty of the old 
Cymric singers. There is a true originality 
in this, as in an3rthing else. The green leaf, 
the grey wave, the mountain wind — after 
all, are they not murmurous in the old Celtic 
poets, whether Alban or Irish or Welsh : and 
to translate, and recreate anew, from these, 
is but to bring back into the world again a 
lost wandering beauty of hill-wind or green 
leaf or grey wave. There is, I take it, no one 
living who could interpret Davyth ap Gwilym 
and other old Welsh singers as you could. 
I long to have the Green Book of " the Poet 
of the Leaves " in English verse, and in Eng- 
lish verse such as that into which you could 
transform it. . . . 

The Welsh poet replied: 

Newcastle-on-Tyne, 
27th Dec., 1898. 

Dear " Fiona Macleod," 

I believe I never wrote to thank you for 
your story in the Dome, which I read even- 
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tually in an old Wdsh tower. It was the 
right {dace to read such a fantasy of the dark 
and bright blindness of the Celt : and I found 
it, if not of your very best, yet full of imag- 
inative stimulus. 

Not many weeks ago, in very different sur- 
roundings, Mr. Sharp read me a poem — two 
poems — of yours. So I feel that I have the 
sense, at least, of your continued journeys 
thro' the divine and earthly regions of the 
Gael, and how life looks to you, and what 
colours it wears. What should we do were 
it not for that sense of the little group of 
simple and faithful souls, who love the clay 
of earth because heaven is wrapt in it, and 
stand by and support their lonely fellows in 
the struggle against the forces upon forces 
the world sends against them? I trust at 
some time it may be my great good fortune 
to see you and talk of these things, and hear 
more of your doings. Ernest Rhys. 

From the little rock-perched, sea-girt Petty- 
cur Inn, my husband wrote to Mrs. Janvier: 

The House of Dseams, 
20th Dec, 1898. 
''. • . It has been a memorable time here. 
I have written some of my best work — in- 
cluding two or three of the new things for 
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The Dominion of Dreams — viz. * The Rose 
of Flame/ * Honey of the Wild Bees/ and 
' The Secrets of the Night' 

''What a glorious day h has been. The 
most beautiful I have ever seen at Pettycnr 
I think. Cloudless blue sky, clear exquisite 
aisr tho' cold, with a marvellous golden l%ht 
in the afternoon. Arthur's Seat, the Crags 
and the Castle and the 14 raises of the Pent- 
lands all clear-cut as steel, and the city itself 
visible in fluent golden light. The whole 
coast-line purple blue, down to Berwick Law 
and the Bass Rock, and the Isle of May 
16 miles out in the north sea. 

''And now I listen to the gathering of 
the tidal waters under the stars. There is an 
infinite solemnity — a hush, something sacred 
and wonderful. A benediction lies upon the 
world. Far off I hear the roaming wind. 
Thoughts and memories crowd in on me. 
Here I have lived and suffered — here I have 
touched the heights — here I have done toy 
best. And now, here, I am going throt^h a 
new birth. 

"'Sic itur ad astral! '" 

During the years that F. M. developed so* 
rapidly her creator felt the necessity pressing 
hard on him to sustain, as far as he could, 
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the reputation of W. S. He valued such repu- 
tation as he had, and was anxious not to 
let it die away; yet there was a great differ- 
ence in the method of production of the two 
kinds of work. The F. M. writing was the 
result of an inner impulsion, he wrote be- 
cause he had to give expression to himself 
whether the impulse grew out of pain or out 
of pleasure. But W. S., divorced as much 
as could be from his twin self, wrote be- 
cause he cared to, because the necessities of 
life demanded it He was always deeply in- 
terested in his critical work, for he was a 
constant student of Literature in all its forms, 
and of the Literature of different countries 
— in particular of France, America and 
Italy. This form of study, this keen interest, 
was a necessity to W. S.; but fiction was to 
him a question of choice. He deliberately set 
himself to write the two novels. Wives in 
Exile and Silence Farm, because he f dt W. S. 
ought to produce some such work as a nor- 
mal procedure and development; and also he 
felt it imperative to show some result of the 
seclusion he was known to seek for purposes 
of work. He was deeply interested in both 
books. Wives in Exile was the easier to 
write, as it gave an outlet to the vein of 
whimsicality in him, to his love of fun. He 
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delighted in the weaving of any plot, or in 
any extravaganza. The book was a great re- 
lief and rest to him and was a real tonic 
to his mind. 

A little later, when he realised that some- 
thing more was expected of him and was too 
ill to attempt anything in the shape of comedy, 
he therefore set himself to write a tragic 
tale of the Lowlands, founded on a true in- 
cident. Into this he put serious interested 
work, but there was one consideration that 
throughout had a restraining effect on him 
— he never forgot that the book should not 
have obvious kinship to the work of F. M., 
that he should keep a considerable amount 
of himself in check. For there was a mid- 
way method, that was a blending of the two, 
a swaying from the one to the other, which 
he desired to avoid, since he knew that many 
of the critics were on the watch. Therefore, 
he strained the realistic treatment beyond 
what he otherwise would have done, in order 
to preserve a special method of presentment. 
Nevertheless, that book was the one he liked 
best of all the W. S. efforts, and he consid- 
ered that it contained some of his most satis- 
factory work. Wives in Exile was published 
in June of 1896 by Mr. Grant Richards, and 
Silence Farm in 1897. 

135 



WUliam Sharp 

The £ollowing letter from Mr. Theodore 
Watt$*Duntoii was a great pleasure. It is, 
I believe, the only writtea expression of what 
the author has termed the " inwardness of 
Aylurin '*: 

The Pines, Putney Hill, 

Oct la i8^. 
My dear Sharp^ 

I had no idea that you were in England, 
and had no means of finding your address. 

You read only a portion of Aylmn — as 
far, I think, as the discovery tfiat Winifred 
had been the model of Wilderspin. I always 
intended to send you other portions, but pro- 
crastination ruined my good intentions. You 
and my dear friend Mrs. Sharp were very 
kind to it, I remember, and this encourages 
me to hope that when you come to read it 
in its entirety, you will like it better than 
ever. Although it is of course primarily a 
love-story, and, as such, will be read by the 
majority of readers, it is intended to be the 
pronouncement of something like a new gos- 
pel — the gospel of love as the great power 
which stands up and confronts a material- 
istic cosmc^ony and challenges it and con- 
quers it This gospel of course is more fully 
ei^ressed in "The Coming of Love'* of 
which I send you a copy. " The Comii^ of 
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Love" is of course a sequel to Aylwin, al- 
though, for certain reasons, it preceded in 
publication the novel. Aylwin appears in the 
last year of the present century, and I had 
a certain object in delaying it for a little 
while longer because I believe that should 
it have more than an ephemeral existence, 
as to which I am of course very doubtful, 
it will appeal fifty years hence to fifty people 
where it now only ai>peals to cme. I cannot 
think diat, when a man has felt the Ipv^ 
passion as deeply as Aylwin feds it, be will 
find it possible, whatever i^ysical sciejoce may 
prove, to accept a materialistic theory of the 
universe. He must either commit suicide or 
become a maniac. . . . Henry Aylwin and 
Percy Aylwin, the Tamo Rye of " The Com- 
ing of Ijove/' spring from the same Siwiany 
ancestors and they iobedted therefore the 
most passionate blood in the Western Worid. 
Each of them is driven to a peculiar spirit^ 
ualistic cosmogony by the love of a giri*^ 
Winifred Wynne and Rbona Boswdl, tbpugh 
the two girls are the e^cact opposite of each 
other in temperament. 

Biit you really must let me get a glimpse 
of you somdiow before you leave England 
again. Your affectionate 

" Aylwin." 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE DOMINION OF DREAMS 

For the January number of The Fort- 
nightly Review for 1899 "Fiona" wrote a 
long study on " A Group of Celtic Writers " 
and what she held to be " the real Celticism." 
The writers specially noted are W. B. Yeats, 
Dr. Douglas Hyde, George Russell (A. E.), 
Nora Hopper, Katherine Tynan Hinkson, and 
Lionel Johnson. With regard to the Celtic 
Revival the writer considered that *' there has 
been of late too much looseness of phrase 
concerning the Celtic spirit, the Celtic move- 
ment, and that mysterious entity Celticism. 
The * Celtic Renascence,' the ' Gaelic glamour,' 
these, for the most part^ are shibboleths of 
the journalist who if asked what it is that is 
being re-bom, or what differentiating qualities 
has the distinction of Gaelic from any other 
'glamour,' or what constitutes * glamour' 
itself, would as we say in the North, be 
fair taken aback. . . . What is called 'the 
Celtic Renascence ' is simply a fresh develop- 
ment of creative energy coloured by national- 
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ity, and moulded by inherited forces, a deve- 
lopment diverted from the common way by 
accident of race and temperament. The Cel- 
tic writer is the writer the temper of whose 
mind is more ancient, more primitive, and in 
a sense more natural than that of his com- 
patriot in whom the Teutonic strain prevails. 
The Celt is always remembering ; the Anglo- 
Saxon has little patience with that which lies 
far behind or far beyond his own hour. And 
as the Celt comes of a people who grew in 
spiritual outlook as they began what has been 
revealed to us by history as a ceaseless losing 
battle, so the Teuton comes of a people who 
has lost in the spiritual life what they have 
gained in the moral and the practical — and I 
use moral in its literal and proper sense. The 
difference is a far greater one than may be 
recognised readily. The immediate diver- 
gence is, that with the Celt ancestral memory 
and ancestral instinct constitute a distinguish- 
able factor in his life and his expression of 
life, and that with his Teutonic compatriot 
vision, dream, actuality and outlook, are in 
the main restricted to what in the past has 
direct bearing upon the present, and to what 
in the future is also along the line of direct 
relation to the present. ... All that the new 
generation of Celtic or Anglo-Cekic (for the 
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most part Anglo-Celtic) writers hold in con- 
scious aim, is to interpret anew ^the beauty 
at the heart of things/ not along the line of 
English tradition but along that of racial in- 
stinct, coloured and informed by individual 
temperament." 

Naturally the article was favourably com- 
mented upon in Ireland. The immediate re- 
sult in the English press was the appearance 
in The Daily Chronicle of January 28th of 
a long unsigned article entitled "Who is 
Fiona Macleod: A Study in two styles," to 
suggest that in response to the cry of " Au- 
thor ! " so repeatedly made, " we may, in our 
search for Miss Macleod, turn to Mr. Wil- 
liam Sharp himself and say with literal truth 
* Thou are beside thyself ! ' " 

The writer advanced many proofs in sup- 
port of his contention, drawn from a close 
study of the writings and methods of work 
of W. S. and F. M. ; and asked, in con- 
clusion: "Will Mr. Sharp deny that he is 
identical with Miss Macleod? That Miss 
Macleod is Mr. Sharp, I, for one, have not 
a lingering doubt and I congratulate the lat- 
ter on the success, the real magic and strength 
of the work issued under his assumed name." 
At first the harassed author ignored the chal- 
lenge; but a few months later F. M. yielded 
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to the persuasion of her publishers — who 
had a book of hers in the press — and wrote 
a disclaimer which appeared in The Literary 
World and elsewhere. 

In April, 1899, The Dominion of Dreams 
was published by Messrs. A. Constable & Co. 

To Mr. Frank Rinder the author wrote: 

My dear Frank, 

To-day I got three or four copies of The 
Dominion of Dreams. I wish you to have 
one, for this book is at once the deepest and 
most intimate that F. M. has written. 

Too much of it is bom out of incurable 
heartache, "the nostalgia for impossible, 
things." . . . My hope is that the issues of 
life have been woven to beauty, for its own 
sake, and in divers ways to reach and help 
or enrich other lives. . . . "The Wells of 
Peace" must, I think, appeal to many tired 
souls, spiritually athirst. That is a due to 
the whole book — or all but the more im- 
personal part of it, such as the four opening 
stories and " The Herdsman " ; this is at once 
my solace, my hope and my ideal. If ever 
a book (in the deeper portion of it) came 
out of the depths of a life it is this: and so, 
I suppose it shall live — for by a mysterious 
law, only the work of suffering, or great joy, 
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survives, and that in degree to its in- 
tensity. . . . 

F. M/s influence is now steadily deepening 
and, thank God, along the lines I have hoped 
and dreamed. ... In the writings to come 
I hope a deeper and richer and truer note 
of inward joy and spiritual hope will be the 
living influence. In one of the stories in this 
book, "The Distant G)untry*' occurs a sen- 
tence that is to be inscribed on my grave- 
stone when my time comes: 

" Love is more great than we conceive and 
Death is the keeper of unknown redemp- 
tions." 

Lovingly, 
Wiix. 

To another correspondent he wrote: 

"... Well, if it gains wide and sincere 
appreciation I shall be glad : if it should prac- 
tically be. ignored I shall be sorry: but, be- 
yond that, I am indifferent. I know what 
I have tried to do: I know what I have done: 
I know the end to which I work: I believe 
m the sowers who will sow and the reapers 
who will reap, from some seed of the spirit 
in this book: and knowing this, I have little 
heed of any other considerations. Beauty» 
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in itself, for itself, is my dream: and in some 
expression of it, in the difficult and subtle 
art of words, I have a passionate absorption." 

In a letter to Mr. Macleay W. S. explained 
that Fiona's new book is " the logical outcome 
of the others: the deeper note, the vox 
humana, of these. I think it is more than 
merely likely that this is the last book of its 
kind. I have had to live my books — and 
so must follow an inward law — that is truth 
to art as well as to life I think. There is, 
however, a miscellaneous volume (of 'ap- 
preciations,' and mystical studies) and also a 
poetic volume which I suppose should be 
classed with it. I imagine that, thereafter, 
her development will be on unexpected lines, 
both in fiction and the drama: judging both 
from what I know and what I have seen. 
In every sense I think )rou are right when 
you dpeak of ' surprise ' as an element in what 
we may expect from her. ... I suppose some 
of that confounded controversy about Miss 
M. and myself will b^in again. . . /' 

To Mr. W. B. Yeats the author wrote about 
the book, and described our plans for the 
summer : 
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Monday, iSgg. 

My dear Yeats, 

... As you well know, all imaginative 
work is truly alive only when it has died into 
the mind and been bom again. The mystery 
of dissolution is the common mean of growth. 
Resurrection is the test of any spiritual idea 
— as of the spiritual life itself, of art, and 
of any final expression of the inward life. 
... I have been ill — and seriously — but am 
now better, though I have to be careful still. 
All our plans for Scandinavia in the autumn 
are now over — partly by doctor's orders, 
who says I must have hill and sea air native 
to me — Scotland or Ireland. So about the 
end of July my wife and I intend to go to 
Ireland. It will probably be to the east coast, 
Mourne Mountains coast. I hope you like 
The Dominion of Dreams. Miss Macleod 
has received two or three very strange and 
moving letters from strangers, as well as 
others. The book of course can appeal to 
few — that is, much of it. But, I hope, it 
will sink deep. We leave our flat about 20th 
of July. Shall you be in town before then? 
I doubt if I'll ever live in London again. It 
is not likely. I do not know that I am over- 
whelmingly anxious to live anywhere. I 
think you know enough of me to know how 
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profoundly I feel the strain of life — the 
strain of double life. Still, there is much to 
be done yet. But for that. . . . 

Your friend, 
William Sharp. 

Mr. Yeats' Review of The Dominion of 
Dreams in the Bookman (July, 1899) was 
carefully critical; it was his desire "to dis- 
cover the thoughts about which her thoughts 
are woven. Other writers are busy with the 
way men and women act in joy and sorrow, 
but Miss Macleod has rediscovered the art 
of the mythmaker and gives a visible shape 
to joys and sorrows, and make them seem 
realities and men and women illusions. It 
was minds like hers that created Aphrodite 
out of love and the foam of the sea, and 
Prometheus out of human thought and its 
likeness to the leaping fire." And then he 
pointed out that "every inspiration has its 
besetting sin, and perhaps those who are at 
the beginning of movements have no models 
and no traditional restraints. She has faults 
enough to ruin an ordinary writer. Her 
search for these resemblances brings her be- 
yond the borders of coherence. . . . The bent 
of nature that makes her turn from circum- 
stance and personalities to S3anbols and per- 
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€Onifications may perhaps leave her liable to 
an obsession for certain emotional words 
which have for her a kind of S3rmbolic mean- 
ing, but her love of old tales should tell her 
that the old mysteries are best told in simple 
words." 

At first this criticism caused the author 
much emotional perturbation ; but later, when 
he reconsidered the statements, he admitted 
that there was reason for the censure. 

" Fiona " then asked the Irish poet to in- 
dicate the passages he took most exception to, 
and Mr. Yeats sent a carefully annotated copy 
of the book under discussion. And I may 
add that a number of the revisions that dif- 
ferentiate the version in the Collected Edition 
from the original issue are the outcome of 
this criticism. The author's acknowledgment 
is dated the i6th September, 1899: 

My dear Mr. Yeats, 

I am at present like one of those equinoc- 
tial leaves which are whirling before me as 
I write, now this way and now that: for 
I am, just now, addressless, and drift between 
East and West, with round-the-compass ed- 
dies, including a flying visit of a day or two 
in a yacht from Cantyre to North Antrim 
coast. . . • 
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I am interested in what you write about 
The Dominion of Dreams and shall examine 
with closest attention all your suggestions. 
The book has already been in great part re- 
vised by my friend. In a few textual changes 
in " Dalua '' he has in one notable instance 
followed your suggestion about the too liter- 
ary " lamentable elder voices." The order is 
slightly changed too: for "The House of 
Sand and Foam" is to bfe withdrawn and 
" Lost " is to come after " Dalua " and pre- 
cede " The Yellow Moonrock." 

You will like to know what I most care 
for myself. From a standpoint of literary 
art per se I think the best work is that where- 
in the barbaric (the old Gaelic or Celto-Scan- 
dinavian) note occurs. My three favourite 
tales of this kind are "The Sad Queen" in 
The Dominion of Dreams, " The Laughter of 
Scathach" in The Washer of the Ford, and 
"The Harping of Cravetheen" in The Sin-- 
Eater. In art, I think "Dalua" and "The 
Sad Queen " and " Enya of the Dark Eyes " 
the best of The Dominion of Dreams. 

Temperamentally, those which appeal to me 
are those with the play of mysterious psychic 
forces in them. . . i as in "Alasdair the 
Proud," " Children of the Dark Star," " Enya 
of the Dark Eyes," and in the earlier tales, 
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*' Cravetheen," " The Dan-nan-Ron," and tHe 
lona tales. 

Those others which are full of the individ- 
ual note of suffering and other emotion I 
find it very difficult to judge. Of one thing 
only I am convinced, as is my friend (an 
opinion shared by the rare few whose judg- 
ment really means much), that there is noth- 
ing in The Dominion of Dreams, or else- 
where in these writings under my name to 
stand beside " The Distant Country "... as 
the deepest and most searching utterance on 
the mystery of passion. ... It is indeed the 
core of all these writings . . . and will out- 
last them all. 

Of course I am speaking for myself only. 
As for my friend, his heart is in the an- 
cient world and his mind for ever quest- 
ing in the domain of the spirit. I think he 
cares little for an)rthing but through the re- 
membering imagination to recall and interpret, 
and through the formative and penetrative 
imagination to discover certain mysteries of 
psychological and spiritual life. 

Apropos — I wish very much you would 
read, when it appears in the Fortnightly Re- 
view — probably either in October or No- 
vember — the spiritual ** essay" called "The 
Divine Adventure " — an imaginative effort to 
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reach the same vital problems of spiritual life 
along the separate yet inevitably interrelated 
lines of the Body, the Will (Mind or Intel- 
lect) and the soul. . . . 

I have no time to write about the plays. 
Two are t3rped : the third, the chief, is not yet 
finished. When all are revised and ready, 
you can see them. The Immortal Hour (the 
shortest, practically a one act play in time) 
is in verse. 

Sincerely yours, 

Fiona Macleod. 

These two plays were finally entitled The 
Immortal Hour and The House of Usna. 
The third. The Enchanted Valleys, remains a 
fragment. 

At midsummer we gave up our flat in South 
Hampstead and stored our furniture indef- 
initely. It was decreed that we were to live 
no more in London; so we decided to make 
the experiment of wintering at Chorleywood, 
Bucks. Meanwhile, we went to our dear 
West Highlands, to Loch Goil, to Corrie on 
Arran, and to lona. And in August we 
crossed over to Belfast and stayed for a 
short time at Ballycastle, the northeasterly 
point of Ireland, to Newcastle, and then to 
Dublin. 
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From Bidlycastle my husbatid wrote to Mrs. 
Janvier: 

6th Aug., 18991 
"... We are glad to get away from Bel- 
fast, tho' very glad to be there, in a nice 
hotel, after our fatigued and 10 hours' ex- 
posure in the damp sea*fog. It was a lovely 
day in Belfast, and Elizabeth had her first 
experience of an Irish can 

" We are on the shore of a beautiful bay 
— with the great ram-shaped headland of 
Fair Head on the right, the Atlantic in front, 
and also in front but leftward the remote 
Gaelic island of Rathlin. It is the neighbour- 
hood whence Deirdfe and Naois fled from 
Concobar, and it is from a haven in this 
coast that they sailed for Scotland. It is 
an enchanted land for those who dream 
the old dreams: though perhaps with- 
out magic or even appeal for those who do 
not. • • • 

October found us at Chorleywood, in rooms 
overlooking the high common. Thence he 
wrote to Mr. Murray Gilchrist: 

My dear Robert^ 

It is a disappointment to us both that you 
are not coming south immediately. Yes; the 
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war-news saddens one, and in many ways. 
Yet, the war was inevitable : of that I am con- 
vinced, apart from political engineering or 
financial interests. There are strifes as re- 
current and inevitable as tidal waves. To- 
day I am acutely saddened by the loss of a 
very dear friend, Grant Allen. I loved the 
man — and admired the brilliant writer and 
catholic critic and eager student. He was 
of a most winsome nature. The world seems 
shrunken a bit more. As yet, I cannot realise 
I am not to see him again. Our hearts ache 
for bis wife — an ideal lovable woman — a 
dear friend of us both. 

We are both very busy. Elizabeth has now 
the art-work to do for a London paper as 
well as for The Glasgow Herald. For my- 
self, in addition to a great complication of 
work on hand, I have undertaken (for finan- 
cial reasons) to do a big book on the Fine 
Arts in the Nineteenth Century. I hope to 
begin on it Monday next. It is to be about 
125,000 words, (over 400 close-printed pp.), 
and if possible is to be done by December- 
end! . . . 

You see I am not so idle as you think me. 
It is likely that our friend Miss Macleod will 
have a new book out in January or there- 
abouts*— but not fiction. It is a volume of 
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" Spiritual Essays " etc. — studies in the 
spiritual history of the Gael. 

We like this most beautiful and bracing 
neighbourhood greatly : and as we have pleas- 
ant artist-friends near, and are so quickly 
and easily reached from London, we are as 
little isolated as at So. Hampstead — person* 
ally, I wish we were more! It has been the 
loveliest October I remember for years. The 
equinoctial bloom is on every tree. But to- 
day, after long drought, die weather has 
broken, and a heavy rain has begun. 

Yours, 
Will. 

The Progress of Art in the Century was a 
longer piece of work than the author antici- 
pated. It was finished in the suxnmer of 
1900, and published in The Nineteenth Cen- 
tury Series in 1902 by The Linscott Publish- 
ing Co. in America, and by Messrs. W. & R. 
Chambers in England. In the early winter 
the author wrote again to Mr. Gilchrist: 

CHOSLEyWOOD, 

Nov., 1899. 
My dear Robert^ 

The reason for another note so soon is to 
ask if you cannot arrange to come here for 
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a few days about November-end, and for this 
reason. You know that the Omar Khayyam 
Club is the "Blue Ribbon" so to speak of 
Literary Associations, and that its occasional 
meetings are more sought after than any 
other. As I think you know, I am one of the 
49 members — and I much want you to be my 
guest at the forthcoming meeting on Friday, 
Dec. 1st, the first of the new year. 

The new President is Sir George Robertson 
(" Robertson of Chitral ") — and he has asked 
me to write (and recite) the poem which, 
annually or biennially, some one is honoured 
by the club request to write. The moment 
she heard of it, Elizabeth declared that it 
must be the occasion of your coming here — 
so don't disappoint her as well as my- 
self ! • . • 

Ever aflFectly yours, 

Will. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE DIVINB ADVENTURE 

Celtic 

In the early summer of 1900 the volume en- 
titled The Divine Adventure: lona: By Sun- 
down Shores, with a dedication to me, was 
published by Messrs. Chapman & Hall. 

Various titles had been discarded, among 
others "The Reddening of the West," also 
" The Sun-Treader " intended for a story, pro- 
jected but never written, to form a sequel to 
"The Herdsman." The titular essays had 
previously appeared in various periodicals; 
the two first in The Fortnightly, As the au- 
thor explained in a letter to Mr, Macleay, 
Fiona's Highland champion: 

". . . There is a sudden departure from 
fiction ancient or. modem in something of 
mine that is coming out in the November and 
December issues of The Fortnightly Review. 

"'The Divine Adventure' it is called — 
though this spiritual essay is more ' remote,' 
i. e. unconventional, and in a sense more * mys- 
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tical/ than anything I have done. But it is 
out of my inward life. It is an essential 
part of a forthcoming book of spiritual and 
critical essays or studies in the spiritual his- 
tory of the Gael, to be called The Reddening 
of the West, . . . 

" A book i look forward to with singular in- 
terest is Mr. Arthur Symons' announced Sym- 
bolist Movement in Literature. 

"This is the longest letter I have written 
for — well, I know not when. But, then, you 
are a good friend. 

" Believe me, yours most sincerely, 

" Fiona Macleod." 

To Mons. Anatole Lc Braz, the Breton ro- 
mance-writer and folklorist, F. M* had writ- 
ten previously: 

Dear M. Le Braz, 

Your letter was a great pleasure to me. It 
was the more welcome as coming from one 
who is not only an author whose writings 
have a constant charm for me, but as from a 
Celtic comrade and spiritual brother who is 
also the foremost living exponent of the Bre- 
ton genius. It may interest you to know that 
I am preparing an Stude on Contemporary 
Breton (i. e. Franco-Breton) Literature; 
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which, however, will be largely occupied with 
consideration of your own high achievement 
in prose and verse. 

It gives me sincere pleasure to send to you 
by this post a copy of the " popular " edition 
of Adamnan's Life of St, Colum — which 
please me by accepting. You will find, below 
these primitive and often credulous l^ends of 
lona, a beauty of thought and a certain poign- 
ant exquisiteness of sentiment that cannot 
but appeal to you, a Breton of the Bre- 
tons. • . . 

It seems to me that in writing the spiritual 
history of lona I am writing the spiritual 
history of the Gael, of all our Celtic race. 
The lovely wonderful little island sometimes 
appears to me as a wistful mortal, in his eyes 
the pathos of infinite desires and inalienable 
ideals — sometimes as a woman, beautiful, 
wild, sacred, inviolate, clad in rags, but 
aureoled with the Rainbows of the west. 

"Tell the story of lona, and you go back 
to God, and end in God." (The first words 
of my "spiritual history"). . . . 

But you will have already wearied of so 
long a letter. My excuse is . . . that you 
are Anatole Le Braz, and I am your far- 
away but true comrade, 

Fiona Macleod. 
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On the 30th Dec. W. S. wrote to Mr. Frank 
Kinder : 

"Just a line, dear Frank, both as dear 
friend and literary comrade, to greet you on 
New Year's morning, and to wish you health 
and prosperity in 1900. I would like you 
very much to read some of this new Fiona 
work, especially the opening pages of * lona,* 
for they contain a very deep and potent spirit- 
ual faith and hope, that has been with me 
ever since, as there told, as a child of seven, 
old Seumas Macleod (who taught me so much 
— was indeed the father of Fiona) — took 
me on his knees one sundown on the island 
of Eigg, and made me pray to * Her.' I 
have never written anything mentally so 
spiritually autobiographical. Strange as it 
may seem it is almost all literal reproduction 
of actuality with only some dates and names- 
altered. 

" But enough about that troublesome F. 
M.! . . ." 

And to Mr. Gilchrist, " It was written de 
profundis, partly because of a compelling 
spirit, partly to help others passionately eager 
to obtain some light on this most complex 
and intimate spiritual destiny." 

Some months previously William had writ- 
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ten to an unknown correspondent. Dr. John 
Goodchild, poet, mystic and archeologist: 

The Outlook Tower, 
Edinbubgh, 

My dear Sir, 

I have to thank you very cordially for your 
book and the long and interesting letter which 
accompanied it. It must be to you also that 
I am indebted for an unrevised proof-copy 
of The Light of the West. 

Everything connected with the study of 
the Celtic past has an especial and deep in- 
terest for me, and there are few if any 
periods more significant than that of the era 
of St. Columba. His personality has charmed 
me, in the old and right sense of the word 
" charm " : but I have come to it, or it to me, 
' not through books (though of course largely 
through Adamnan) so much as through a 
knowledge gained partly by reading, partly 
by legendary lore and hearsay, and mainly 
by much brooding on these, and on every 
known saying and record of Colum, in lona 
itself. When I wrote certain of my writ- 
ings (e. g. "Muime Chriosd" and "The 
Three Marvels of lona") I felt, rightly or 
wrongly, as though I had in some measure 
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become interpretative of the spirit of *' Colum 
the White.'* 

Again, I have long had a conviction — 
partly an emotion of the imagination, and 
partly a belief insensibly deduced through a 
hundred avenues of knowledge and surmise 
— that out of lona is again to come a Divine 
Wordy that lona, the little northern isle, will 
be as it were the tongue in the mouth of 
the South. 

Believe me, sincerely yours, 

Fiona Macleod. 

The House of Usna — one of three Celtic 
plays, on which F. M. had been working for 
several months, was brought out under the 
auspices of The Stage Society, of which Wil- 
liam Sharp was the first Chairman. Mr. 
Frederick Whden, the founder of that So- 
ciety, had met my husband at Hindhead when 
we were staying with his uncle and aunt, Mr. 
and Mrs. Grant Allen, at their charming 
house, The Croft, built among the heather and 
the pines on the hill-top just by the edge of 
the chasm called " The Devil's Punch Bowl/' 

The older man was keenly interested in the 
project, did his utmost to help towards its 
realisation. The House of Usna was per- 
formed at the Fifth Meeting of the Society 
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at the Globe Theatre, April 29th, 1900, to- 
gether with two short plays by Maeterlinck, 
The Interior and The Death of Tintagties. 
The music, composed especially for the short 
drama in three scenes, was by Mr. Y. M. 
Capd, and the play was produced under the 
direction of Mr. Granville Barker. Accord- 
ing to one critic : '' It had beauty and it had 
atmosphere, two very rare things on the 
stage, but I did not feel that it quite made 
a drama, or convince, as a drama should, by 
the continuous action of inner or outer 
forces. It was, rather, passion turning upon 
itself, and with no language but a cry." 

The author took the greatest interest in the 
rehearsals, and in the performance. He 
thoroughly enjoyed the double play that was 
going on, as he moved about the theatre, and 
chatted to his friends during the intervals, 
with little heed of the risks he ran of detec- 
tion of authorship. The drama itself was 
printed three months later in The National 
Review, and eventually published in book 
form in America by Mr. T. B. Mosher, in 
1903. 

In 1900, too, the second of these dramas. 
The Immortal Hour, appeared in the Novem- 
ber number of The Fortnightly Review. It 
was published posthumously in England 
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(FouHs) and in America (Mosher). The 
third play, The Enchanted Valleys, was never 
finished. It had been the author's intention 
to publish these dramas in book fonn under 
the third title, and to dedicate it to Mr, W. 
L. Courtney, who, as Editor of the Fort- 
nightly, had been a good friend to Fiona Mac- 
leod. 

To his unknown correspondent the drama- 
tist wrote again: 

Nov. 15, 1900. 
Dear Dr. Goodchild, 

I am glad that you have found pleasure 
in The Immortal Hour. I wonder if you in- 
terpret the myth of Midir and Etain quite 
differently, or if you, too, find in Midir the 
symbol of the voice of the other world; and 
what you think of Dalua, the Fool, here and 
elsewhere. Your earnest letter, written in 
spiritual comradeship, has been read by me 
again and again. I do not say that the warn- 
ing in it is not justified, still less that it is 
not called for: but, on the other hand, I do 
not think I follow you aright. Is it some- 
thing in The Immortal Hour (or in The 
Divine Adventure or more likely The Domin- 
ion of Dreams) that impelled you to write 
as you did: or something seemingly implied, 
or inferred by you? . • . 
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We seldom know how or where we really 
stand, or the mien and aspect we unwittingly 
bear to the grave eyes of the gods. Is it the 
lust of knowledge, of Hidden Things, of the 
Delight of the World, of the magic of Mother- 
Earth, of the Flesh — to one or all — that you 
allude. The matter touches me intimately. 

You have (I had almost said mysteriously, 
but why so, for it would be more mysterious 
if there were no secret help in spiritual com- 
radeship) helped me at more than one junc- 
ture in my life. . . . 

Most sincerely, 
Fiona Macleod^ 

Dr. Goodchild replied: 

BORDIGHERA, 

Nov. 29, 190a 

My dear Miss Macleod^ 

I left one or two of your questions unan- 
swered in my last. I am no Celtic scholar. 
It was your " Prayer of the Women " which 
suggested to me first how far you might feel 
for your sisters, and how far you might jour- 
ney to find succour. . . . 

A woman who gazes into Gonnla's Well 
and sees how the bubbles burst on its sur- 
face, needs all her own wisdom lest she be 
dizzy, and a hand held out from the opposite 
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side of the spring may help her to gaze more 
steadily. Midir, I believe to be the same as 
the oriental Mithra, the Recipient of Light, 
and its translator in the Midhc-Myth, A voice 
from the " Otherworld " as you say, but the 
wearer of the Miter, speaking not from the 
Underworld, but the C7/>/>^nvorld, i. e., he 
is a High Priest speaking in the full light of 
the Sun. 

Etain is difficult, and my own ideas by no 
means formulated. I merely suggest that ere 
your Etain was bom, her name t)rpified the 
strong hope of the singer, his immortality, 
his knowledge that the Sun not merely creates 
but re-creates in renewed beauty. 

If you remember Cairbre, the son of Etain, 
you may also remember those other Ethaim 
who sung before the Ark in a far country. 
The Father is put on one side for the Mother, 
by the singer, the Mother for the Bride. 
Even Milton, puritan though he was, must 
invoke a woman to the aid of "adventurous 
song" and is careful not to change the sex 
when in the Muse of Sinai and Siloa is seen 
the Spirit of the Creator. 

As regards Dalua, I know nothing of him 
by name except what you yourself have writ- 
ten. Is there any connection between the 
name and Dala (the Celtic) which is some- 
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times found in company with Brat and Death, 
in your Celtic genealogies? 

At the same time I have dimly guessed all 
my life how folly might be better than the 
wisdom of wise men, and remembering dimly 
how much wiser I was myself as a child than 
after I had grown up, I have incessantly de- 
sired a return to that state of childish thought, 
and tried to learn from children, when I had 
the chance, the secrets of their folly which 
carried them so near to divinity, if they were 
not hurried away from their vision by those 
about them. 

J, A. G- 

The Essay entitled " Celtic " had originally 
appeared in the Contemporary Review a few 
weeks before the publication of the new 
volume, and had aroused considerable com- 
ment. In Britain it was regarded as a clear 
statement of the aims and ideas of the so- 
called Celtic Revival — (a term which " F. 
M/' greatly disliked). It was otherwise in Ire- 
land, and naturally so, considering the differ- 
ent conditions on both sides of the Irish chan- 
nel out of which the movement had grown. 
On this side political considerations had not 
touched the question ; it was mainly concerned 
with the preservation of the old language, 
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with racial characteristic feelings, and their 
expression in literature. On the other side 
of the water, the workers had many more is- 
sues at heart than in the Highlands. So the 
Highland Celt and the Irish Celts did not 
quite understand one another; an animated 
correspondence ensued in private and in the 
press. The Irish press was divided in its 
opinion on " Celtic," because the writers were 
not of one mind among themselves in their 
methods of working towards the one end all 
Celts have at heart. There were those who, 
being ardent Nationalists, regarded the Celtic 
literary movement as one with the political, 
or as greatly coloured by it. This factor gave 
a special element to the Irish phase of the 
movement which sharply differentiated it 
from the movement in Scotland, Wales or 
Brittany. Other workers were interested in 
the movement as a whole, in each of the 
"six Celtic Nations," and "The Celtic As- 
sociation " was formed, with Lord Castletown 
at its head, with a view of keeping each of 
the six branches of the movement in touch 
with each other: the Irish, Scots, Welsh, 
Manx, Breton, and Cornish or British. This 
Society desired to make a Federation of these 
working sections an actuality, and to that end 
decided to hold a Pan Celtic Congress every 
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three years. The first of these was hdd in 
Dublin, and to it my husband subscribed as 
W. S. and as F. M., though, as an obvious pre- 
caution against detection, he did not attend 
it. 

Opinion in Ireland was divided as to the 
value of such a Federation; certain of the 
enthusiasts believed that working for it drew 
strength and work away from the central 
needs in Ireland. Another point of dispute 
was the question of language; as to what 
did or would constitute an Irish Literature 
— works written in the Erse only; or all 
work, either in the Erse or the English 
tongue that gave expression to and made vital 
the Celtic spirit and aspirations. " F. M." de- 
plored the uniting of the political element to 
the movement — and naturally had no in- 
clination towards any such feeling. 

William Sharp's great desire was that the 
Celtic spirit should be kept alive, and be a 
moulding influence towards the expression of 
the racial approach to and yearning after 
spiritual beauty, whether expressed in Gaelic 
or in the English tongue. He knew that there 
is a tendency, with the young of those people 
in Scotland at least, to put aside the beautiful 
old thoughts, or at all events their outward 
expression, with the disuse of the older 
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language wliicfa had dotfaed those thoughts; 
he feared Aat to pot silence npoo them woold 
be to lose them after a generaticm or two. 
Therefore it was his great hope that the 
genius of Ae race would prore strong enough 
to express itsdf in either language; and he 
realised that its influence would be more po- 
tent and widespread if also it found ex- 
pression in the English language. Thus a 
misunderstanding arose; one of approach to 
the subject rather than in essentials. 

The Irish Press was divided in c^inion 
concerning " Celtic/' especially The Irish In- 
dependent, Freeman's Journal and AU Ire- 
land Review. In the latter a correspondence 
b^[an. One writer welcomed the Essay as 
coming from one "possessed, as no other 
writer of our time is possessed, with a sense 
of the faculty and mission of the Celt» and 
shows not only deep intuition but the power 
to see life steadily and to see it as a whole.'* 

" A. E./' however, was of another opinion. 
He considered the essay to be out of place 
" in a book otherwise inspired by the artist's 
desire to shape in a beautiful way''; to be 
semi-political and inaccurate as an expres- 
sion of the passionate aims of the Irish Celt; 
and he took exception to the expression of 
belief, "there is no racial road to beauty." 
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F. M. replied and endeavoured to make 
more clear her position; but without success, 
as a subsequent letter from the Irish poet 
proved. Another writer showed that there 
was obviously a confusion of two ideas be- 
tween the disputants — and Mr. T. W. Rol- 
leston closed the discussion with a letter in 
which he quietly pointed out the misappre- 
hensions on both sides and concluded with 
the generous admission: "Fiona Macleod is 
most emphatically a helper, not a hinderer in 
this work, and one of the most potent we 
have. For my own part I think her essay 
' Celtic ' indicates the lines on which we may 
most successfully work.*' William Sharp 
realised that since his essay had given rise to 
misapprehension of his aims and ideas, it 
would be well to further elucidate them ; that 
moreover, as F. M. wrote to Mr. Russell, 
** a truer understanding has come to me in 
one or two points where we have been at is- 
sue." He, therefore, revised and enlarged 
his essay, and, with an added Foreword 
of explanation, had it published separately 
in America by Mr. T. B. Mosher, and, 
finally, he included it in The Winged Des- 
tiny. 

In the early autumn the following letter 
came to my husband from overseas: 
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Bbonxville, N. Y., 
Sept a6y 190a 

My dearest Guilielmo, 

In this last year of my Century, among my 
little and exceptional attempts to celebrate 
my coming birthday — I wish that you, the 
most leal and loved of our English friends, 
may receive for once a word from me before 
its sun goes down. Probably you are in some 
Lodge of the lake of your Northern Night, 
or oflF for the Mountains of the Moon. Still, 
even your restless and untamed spirit must 
by this time have been satisfied of wandering; 
at any rate, I doubt not this will in the end 
find you somewhere, and then you will know 
that my heart began to go out to you as I 
neared another milestone. ... It has suffered 
enough and lost enough to make it yearn 
fondly for the frank face and dear words of 
a kindred, though fresher heart like yours. 
I have a few devoted sons, and you are one 
of them. . . . 

My remembrances to Mrs. Sharp and to 

Fiona McL , whether she be real or 

hypothetical. If I could have spared the 
means, and had had the strength, I would have 
completed my recovery by a voyage to you 
and England last summer. . . . 

Ever devotedly yours, 

E. C. Stedman. 
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The "restless spirit" was by no means 
tired of wandering. Partly owing to the in- 
sistence of circumstance, partly from choice, 
we began that autumn a series of wanderings 
that brought us back to London and to Scot- 
land for a few weeks only each summer. 
The climate of England proved too severe; 
my husband had been seriously ill in the 
New Year. Despite his appearance of great 
vitality, his extraordinary power of recupera- 
tion after every illness — which in a measure 
was due to his buoyant nature, to his delib- 
erate turning of his mind away from suif ering 
or from failure and " looking sunwise," and to 
his endeavour to get the best out of whatever 
conditions he had to meet — we realised that 
a home in England was no longer a possibil^ 
ity, that it would be wise to make various 
experiments abroad rather than attempt to 
settle an)rwhere permanently. Indeed, we 
were both glad to have no plans, but to 
wander again how and where inclination and 
possibilities dictated. Early in October he 
wrote to Mr. Murray Gilchrist from London . 

My dear Robert^ 

A little ago, on sitting down in my club to 
answer some urgent notes (and whence 1 
now write) my heart leapt with pleasure, and 
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an undeserving stranger received Part I of 
a beaming welcome — for the waiter an- 
nounced that ** Mr. Gilchrist would like to 
see you, Sir.*' Alas, it was no dear Peak- 
lander, but only a confounded interviewer 
about the Stage Society! . . . 

Elizabeth and I leave England on the morn- 
ing of the I2th — and go first to the South 
of Provence, near Marseilles: after Yule-tide 
well go on to Italy, perhaps first to Shelley's 
Spezzia or to Pegli of the Orange Groves 
near Genoa: and there we await you, or at 
• furthest a little later, say in Florence. We 
shall be away till the end of March. 

Meanwhile 'tis all unpleasantness and in- 
certitude: much to do and little pleasure in 
the doing: a restlessness too great to be salved 
short of departure, and the longed for mental 
and nervous rest far away. 

I have just returned from a flying visit 
to Dorset, and saw Thomas Hardy. He is 
well, and at work : the two happiest boons of 
fortune for all our kinship — and therein I 
hope you are at one with him. I wish you 
could run up and see our first Stage Society 
production this week-end (Sunday) when we 
bring out a short play by Hardy and R. L. 
Stevenson and Henley's " Macaire." (I 
resigned my Chairmanship but was re* 
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elected: and so am extra busy before I go.) 

Your loving friend, 

WiLU 

P. S. Miss Macleod's drama The Immortal 
Hour is in the November Fortnightly, also her 
article " The Gael and His Heritage " in the 
November Nineteenth Century. 

And in addition to these a study on the 
Dramas of Gabriele d'Annunzio appeared in 
The Fortnightly, in September, signed 
"W. S." 

To Mr. Madeay he sent an account of the 
work he had on hand: 

AjX-EN-PSCnrENCB, 

30th Nov., igoo. 
Dear Mr. Macleay, 

Your friendly note has reached me here, 
where I have been some time, this being my 
best centre in Provence at this season for my 
special studies in Provencal literature and 
history. My wife and I expect to remain 
here till about Christmas time, and then to 
go on to Italy. 

Pressure of urgent work — chiefly a 
lengthy volume on the Evolution of the Fine 
Arts in the Nineteenth Century, primarily for 
transatlantic publication — prevented my be- 
ing much in Scotland this autumn. I was ^ 
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brief while in Galloway visiting friends, and 
for a week or so at Portpatrick, and a few 
days in Edinburgh — c'est tout 

At one time there was a chance that I 
might be near Taynuilt, and I looked forward 
greatly to see Mr. Alexander Carmichael 
again. He is a splendid type of the true 
Highlander, and of a nature incomparably 
sweet and refined — and I have the greatest 
admiration of him in all ways. . • • 

A remarkable family, and I would to 
Heaven there were more such families in 
the Highlands now. Yes, what a book Car- 
mina Gadelica is! It ought to become as 
precious to the Scottish Gad as the Greek 
Anthology to all who love the Hellenic ideal, 
but with a more poignant, a more personal 
appeal. ... I can't tell you about Miss Mac- 
leod's historical romance for the good reason 
that I don't know an3rthing about its present 
prospects myself. Personally I r^ret the 
long postponement, as I think (judging from 
what I have seen) that it would be a suc- 
cess as a romance of history. Miss Mac- 
leod, however, became dissatisfied with what 
she had done, or its atmosphere, or both, 
and has not touched it again for some months 
past — though the last time she spoke of the 
subject she said she hoped it would be ready 
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by midsummer. ... I am myself heavily en- 
gaged in work, including many commissions. 
I've finished an essay on " Impressionism " 
(" The Impressionist " I call it) for the forth- 
coming new monthly, The North Liberal Re- 
view, and am now in the throes of a long 
Quarterly article. Then I have a Provencal 
book on hand, and (interlusive) a Provencal 
romance. 

You will, of course, keep all I have said 
of myself and doings, and still more impor- 
tantly of Miss Macleod, to yourself. I don't 
think she wants anyone save friends and ac- 
quaintances to know that she is abroad, and 
for her health. And above all needing rest 
as she is, she dreads the slightest addition 
to a correspondence already beyond her 
capacities. 

Before I left London I read with deep in- 
terest the opening instalments of Neil Munro's 
new book Doom Castle. It promises I think, 
to be his chef-d^ceuvre. 

Write to me again soon, with news of your 
doings and prospects. 

Yours sincerely, 
William Sharp. 

The Provencal romance that he was men- 
tally projecting — the never written Gypsy 
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Trail — was in part to have dealt with his 
early gypsy experiences. One among other 
things which revived this strain of memory 
was our near vicinage to Les Saitite-Maries, 
in Provence, where the bones of Sarah, the 
gypsy servant ofj " les Maries," are enshrined ; 
also he had recently read the vivid descrip- 
tion of the gathering of the gypsy tribes at 
that Shrine on her Feast day, written by the 
Provencal novelist Jean Aicard, in his Le Roi 
des Camargues. 

During my husband's first visit to Provence 
he had been much interested in meeting cer- 
tain members of Les Felibres, the Provencal 
literary and linguistic Nationalists. He 
visited Frederick Mistral in his charming 
country home and noticed the similarity of 
physical type shared by the Provencal and 
himself. I, also, was struck by the likeness 
between the two men and thought that Mis- 
tral might easily have passed for elder brother 
of his Scots confrire. At Avignon we saw 
Madame Rotmianille, the sister of Felix Gras, 
and widow of one of the founders of Les 
Felibres, and her poet-daughter, Terese, who 
inherited her father's gift. At Aix we met 
Mistral's god-daughter, Madame Marie Gas- 
quet, daughter of the poet M. Gerard, another 
of the original group of workers in the old 
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Langue d^CEuil, Madame Gasquet was the 
wife of the young poet, Joachim Gasquet, be- 
tween whom and my husband there grew up 
a warm friendship. 
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CHAPTER IX 

PROVENCE 

Maniace 

New Year's Day found us at Palermo 
where my husband was enchanted at being 
presented with a little pottle of freshly gath- 
ered wild strawberries; a week later we 
traversed the island to Taormina, whence he 
wrote to Mrs. Janvier: 

Monte Venere^ Taormina, 

25th Jan., 1901. 
"... To-day is was too warm to work 
contentedly indoors even upon our little ter- 
race with its superb views over Etna and the 
Ionian Sea — so at 9 a. m. Elizabeth and 
I, with a young painter-friend, came up here 
to a divine spot on the slopes of the steep 
and grand-shouldered Hill of Venus, bring- 
ing with us our writing and sketching mate- 
rials and also fruit and wine and light lunch- 
eon. It is now about 3 p. m. and we have 
lain here for hours in the glorious warmth 
and cloudless sunglow — undisturbed by any 
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sounds save the soft sighing of the sea far 
below, the fluting of a young goatherd 
with his black flock on a steep across a near 
ravine, and the occasional passing of a mule- 
teer or of a mountaineer with his wine- 
panier'd donkeys. A vast sweep of sea is be- 
fore us and beneath. To the left, under the 
almond boughs, are the broad straits which 
divide Sicily from Calabria — in front, the 
limitless reach of the Greek sea — to the 
right, below, the craggy heights and Monte 
Acropoli of Taormina — and, beyond, the 
vast slope of snow-clad Etna. . . . 

" I have just been reading (for the hun« 
dredth time) in Theocritus. How doubly 
lovely he is, read on the spot. That young 
shepherd fluting away to his goats at this 
moment might be Daphnis himself. Three 
books are never far from me: Theocritus, 
the Greek Anthology, and the Homeric 
Hymns. I loved them before: now they are 
in my blood. 

"Legend has it that near this very spot 
Pythagoras used to come and dream. How 
strange to think that one can thus come in 
touch with two of the greatest men of an- 
tiquity — for within reach from here (a pil- 
grimage to be made from Syracuse) is the 
grave of -iEschylus. Perhaps it was here that 
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Pydiagoras learned the secret of that music 
(for here both the sea- wind and the hill- wind 
can be heard in magic meeting) by which 
one day — as told in lamblicus — he cured 
a young man of Taormina (Tauromenion) 
who had become mad as a wild beast, with 
love. Pythagoras, it is said, played an an- 
tique air upon his flute, and the madness went 
from the youth. . . . 

"I shall never forget the journey across 
Sicily. I forget if I told you in my letter 
that it had been one of my dreams since youth 
to read the Homeric Hymns and Theocritus 
in Sicily — and it has been fulfilled: even to 
the unlikdiest, which was to read the great 
Hymn to Demeter at Enna itsdf . And that 
I did — in that wild and remote mountain- 
land. Enna is now called Castrogiovanni — 
but all else is unchanged — though the great 
temples to Demeter and Persephone are laid 
low. It was a wonderful mental experience 
to read that Hymn on the very spot where 
Demeter went seeking — torch in hand, and 
wind-blown blue peplos about her — her rav- 
ished daughter, the beautiful Pherephata or 
Persephone. However, I have already told 
you all about that — and the strange coinci- 
dence of the two white doves, (which Eliza- 
beth witnessed at the moment I exclaimed) 
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and about our wonderful sunset-arrival in 
Greek Tauromenion. . . ." 

To the same friend he described our visit 
to Syracuse: 

Casa Pouti, Strada Dionysio^ 

7th Feb., :oi. 

"... I must send you at least a brief line 
from Syracuse — that marvellous * Glory of 
Hellas' where ancient Athens fell in ruin, 
alas, when Nicias lost here the whole army 
and navy and Demosthenes surrendered by 
the banks of the Anapus — the Syracuse of 
Theocritus you love so well — the Syracuse 
where Pindar heard some of his noblest odes 
sung, where Plato discoursed with his dis- 
ciples of New Hellas, where (long before) 
the Argonauts had passed after hearing the 
Sirens singing by this fatal shore, and near 
where Ulysses derided Pol)rphemus — and 
where JEschylus lived so long and died. 

" It seems almost incredible when one is 
in the beautiful little Greek Theatre up on 
the rising ground behind modem Syracuse to 
believe that so many of the greatest plays 
of the greatest Greek tragedians (many un- 
known to us even by name) were given here 
under the direction of ^Eschylus himself. 
And now I must tell you of a piece of extra- 
ordinary good fortune. Yesterday turned out 
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the superbcst of this year — a real late Spring 
day, with the fields full of purple irises and 
asphodels and innumerable flowers, and the 
swallows swooping beneath the multitudes of 
flowering almonds. We spent an unforget- 
table day — first going to the Castle of an- 
cient Euryalos — perhaps the most wonderful 
I have ever known. Then, in the evening, 
I heard that to-day a special choral perform- 
ance was to be given in the beautiful hillside 
Greek Theatre in honour of the visit of 
Prince Tommaso (Duke of Genoa, the late 
King's brother, and Admiral of the Fleet). 
Imagine our delight! And what a day it 
has been — the ancient JEschylean theatre 
crammed once more on all its tiers with thou- 
sands of Syracusans, so that not a spare seat 
was left — while three hundred yotmg voices 
sang a version of one of the choral sections 
of *The Suppliants' of -Sschylus — with it 
il Principe on a scarlet dais where once the 
tyrant Dionysius sat! Over head the deep 
blue sky, and beyond, the deep blue Ionian 
sea. It was all too wonderful. . . ." 

While we were at Taormina the news came 
of the death of Queen Victoria. An im- 
pressive memorial service was arranged by 
Mr. Albert Stopford, an English resident 

i8i 



IVmiam Sharp 

there, and held in the English Chapd of Sta. 
Caterina. 

To attend it the Hon. Alexander Nelson 
Hood came from the " Nelson property " of 
Bronte where he was wintering with his 
father. Viscount Bridport, Duke of Bronte, 
who for forty years had been personal Lord 
in Waiting to the Queen. To the son we 
were introduced by Mr. Stopford; and a day 
or two later we started on our first visit to 
that strange beautiful Duchy on ^Etna, that 
was to mean so much to us. 

Greatly we enjoyed the experience — the 
journey in the little Circum-^Etnean train 
along the great shoulder of iEtna, with its 
picturesque little towns and its great stretches 
of devastating lava ; the first sight of the Cas- 
tle of Maniace — in its shallow tree-clad val- 
ley of the Simeto flanked by great solemn 
hills — as we turned down the winding hill- 
road from the great lava plateau where the 
station of Maletto stands; the time-worn 
quadrangular convent-castle with its Norman 
chapel, and its great lona cross carved in lava 
erected in the court-yard to the memory of 
Nelson ; the many interesting relics of Nelson 
within the castle, such as his Will signed Nel- 
son and Bronte on each page, medals, many 
fine line engravings of the battles in which 
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Ke, and also Admiral Hood, took part; the 
beautiful Italian garden, and wild glen gar- 
dens beyond. No less charming was the 
kindly welcome given to us by the fine, hale 
old Courtier who — when his son one after- 
noon had taken my husband for a drive to 
see the hill-town of Bronte, and the mag- 
nificent views of and from i£tna, with its 
crowning cover of snow — told me, as we 
sat in the comfortable central hall before a 
blazing log fire, many reminiscences of the 
beloved Queen he had served so long. 

In the spring we returned to England, 
through Italy; and from Florence where we 
took rooms for a month, F. M. wrote to an 
unknown correspondent: 

i8th March, 1901. 

My dear unknown i^riend, 

You must forgive a tardy reply to y^ur 
welcome letter, but I have been ill, and am 
not yet strong. Your writing to me has made 
me happy. One gets many letters: some 
leave one indifferent; some interest; a few 
are like dear and familiar voices speaking in 
a new way, or as from an obscure shore. 
Yours is of the last. I am glad to know 
that something in what I have written has 
coloured anew your own thought, or deepened 
the subtle music that you yourself hear — 
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for no one finds the colour of life and the 
music of the spirit unless he or she already 
perceive the one and love the other. Some- 
where in one of my books — I think in the 
latest. The Divine Adventure, but at the mo- 
ment cannot remember — I say that I no 
longer ask of a book, is it clever, or striking, 
or is it well done, or even is it beautiful, but 
— out of how deep a life does it come. That 
is the most searching test. And that is why 
I am grateful when one like yourself writes 
to tell me that intimate thought and emotion 
deeply felt have reached some other and kin- 
dred spirit. . . . 

I am writing to you from Florence. You 
know it, perhaps ? The pale green Amo, the 
cream-white, irregular, green-blinded, time- 
stained houses opposite, the tall cypresses of 
the Palatine garden beyond, the dove-grey 
sky, all seem to breathe one sigh ... La 
Pace! UOblio! 

But then — life has made those words 
" Peace," " Forgetfulness," very sweet for me. 
Perhaps for you this vague breath of another 
Florence than that which Baedeker described 
might have some more joyous interpretation. 
I hope so. . . . 

You are right in what you say, about the 
gulf between kindred natures being less wide 
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than it seems. But do not speak of the spir- 
itual life as " another life " : there is no 
" other " life : what we mean by that is with 
us now. The great misconception of Death 
is that it IS the only door to another world. 

Your friend, 

Fiona Macleqd. 

The October number of The Fortnightly 
Review contained a series of poems by F. M. 
entitled "The Ivory Gate," and at the same 
time an American edition of From the Hills 
of Dream — altered from the original issue 
— was published by Mr. T. Mosher, to whom 
the poet wrote concerning the last section of 
the English Edition: 

i2th Nov., 1901. 
Dear Mr. Mosher: 

What a lovely book Mimes is! It is a 
pleasure to look at it, to handle it. The sim- 
ple beauty of the cover-design charms me. 
And the contents . . . yes, these are beauti- 
ful, too. 

I think the translation has been finely made, 
but there are a few slips in interpretative 
translation, and (as perhaps is inevitable) a 
lapse ever and again from the subtle har- 
mony, the peculiar musical undulant rh3rthm 
of the original. In a creative translation, the 
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faintest jar can destroy the illusion : and more 
than once I was rudely reminded that a for- 
eigner mixt this far-carried honey and myrrh. 
Yet this is only "a counsel of perfection/' 
by one who perhaps dwells overmuch upon 
the ideal of a flawless raiment for beautiful 
thought or dream. Nor would I seem un- 
gracious to a translator who has so finely 
achieved a task almost as difficult as that set 
to Liban by Oisin in the Land of the Ever- 
Living, when he bade her take a wave from 
the shore and a green blade from the grass 
and a leaf from a tree and the breath of the 
wind and a man's sigh and a woman's 
thought, and out of them all make an air 
that would be like the single song of a bird. 
Do you wish to tempt me? Tempt me then 
with a proposal as to The Silence of Amor, 
to be brought out as Mimes is ! 

The short prose-poems would have to be 
materially added to, of course: and the addi- 
tions would for the most part individually 
be longer than the short pieces you know. . . . 

Sincerely yours, 

Fiona Macleod. 

In sending a- copy of the American edition 
of From the HUls of Dream to Mr. Yeats, 
the author explained that, though it contained 
new material; 
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. . . there will be much in it familiar to 
you. But even here there are changes which 
are recreative — as, for example, in the 
instance of "The Moon-Child," where 
one or two touches and an added quatrain 
have made a poem of what was merely 
poetic. 

The first lo poems are those which are 
in the current October Fortnightly Review, 
But when these are reprinted in a forthcom- 
ing volume of new verse ... it will also 
contain some of the 40 **new" poems now 
included in this American edition, and the 
chief contents will be the re-modelled and 
re-written poetic drama The Immortal Hour, 
and with it many of the notes to which I 
alluded when I wrote last to you. In the 
present little volume it was not found pos- 
sible to include the lengthy, intimate, and 
somewhat esoteric notes: among which I ac- 
count of most interest for you those pertinent 
to the occult m)rths embodied in The Im- 
mortal Hour. 

You will see, however, that one or two 
dedicatory pages — intended for the later 
English new book — have here found a sec- 
tional place: and will, I hope, please you. 

Believe me. Your friend truly, 

F. M. 

Mr. Yeats replied: 
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i8 WoBUKK Buildings, 
LoNDOK, Saturday. 

My dear Miss Macleod, 

I have been a long while about thanking 
you for your book of poems, but I have been 
shifting from Dublin to London and very 
busy about various things — too busy for any 
quiet reading. I have been running hither 
and thither seeing people about one thing 
and another. But now I am back in my 
rooms and have got things straight enough 
to settle down at last to my usual routine. 
Yesterday I began arranging under their vari- 
ous heads some hitherto unsorted folk-stories 
on which I am about to work, and to-day 
I have been busy over your book. I never 
like your poetry as well as your prose, but 
here and always you are a wonderful writer 
of myths. They seem your natural method 
of expression. They are to you what mere 
words are to others. I think this is partly 
why I like you better in your prose, though 
now and then a bit of verse comes well, ris- 
ing up out of the prose, in your simplest 
prose the most, the myths stand out clearly, 
as something objective, as something well bom 
and independent. In your more elaborate 
prose they seem subjective, an inner way of 
looking at things assumed by a single mind. 

i88 



Provence 

They have little independent life and seem 
unique; your words bind them to you. If 
Balzac had written with a very personal, very 
highly coloured style, he would have always 
drowned his inventions with himself. You 
seem to feel this, for when you use elab- 
orate words you invent with less conviction, 
with less precision, with less delicacy than 
when you forget everything but the m)rth. 
I will take as example, st prose tale. 

That beautiful story in which the child 
finds the Twelve Apostles eating porridge in 
a cottage, is quite perfect in all the first part, 
for then you think of nothing but the myth, 
but it seems to me to fade to nothing in the 
latter part. For in the latter part the words 
rise up between you and the myth. You 
yourself beg^n to speak and we forget the 
apostles, and the child and the plate and the 
porridge. Or rather the more mortal part of 
you begins to speak, the mere person, not 
the god. You, as I think, should seek the de- 
lights of style in utter simplicity, in a self- 
effacing rh3rthm and language; in an expres- 
sion that is like a tumbler of water rather 
than like a cup of wine. I think that the 
power of your work in the future will depend 
on your choosing this destiny. Certainly I 
am looking forward to "The Laughter of 
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the Queen." I thought your last prose, that 
pilgrimage of the soul and mind and body 
to the Hills of Dream promised this simple 
style. It had it indeed more than anything 
you have done. 

To some extent I have an advantage over 
you in having a very fierce nation to write 
for. I have to make everything very hard 
and clear, as it were. It is like riding a wild 
horse. If one's hands fumble or one's knees 
loosen one is thrown. You have in the 
proper sense far more imagination than I 
have and that makes your work correspond- 
ingly more difficult. It is fairly easy for me, 
who do so much of my work by the critical, 
rather than the imaginative faculty, to be pre- 
cise and simple, but it is hard for you in 
whose mind images form themselves without 
ceasing and are gone as quickly perhaps. 

But I am sure that I am right. When 
you speak with the obviously personal voice 
in your verse, or in your essays you are not 
that Fiona who has invented a new thing, a 
new literary method. You are that Fiona 
when the great myths speak through you. . . . 

Yours, 

W. B. Yeats. 

I like your verses on Murias and like them 
the better perhaps because of the curious co- 
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incidence that I did in summer verses about 
lovers wandering " in long forgotten Murias." 

During the spring William Sharp had pre- 
pared a volume of selections from the poems 
of Swinburne, with an Introduction by him- 
self, for publication in the Tauchnitz Collec- 
tion of British Authors. Mr. Swinburne 
consented that the selection should be made in 
accordance with the critical taste of the 
Editor, with which however he was not in 
complete agreement. He expressed his views 
in a letter dated from The Pines, Putney 
Hill: 

Oct 6th. 

Dear Mr. Sharp, 

Many thanks for the early copy you have 
had the kindness to send on to me. I am 
pleased to find the Nympholept in a leading 
place, as I think it one of the best and most 
representative things I ever did. I should 
have preferred on all accotmts that In the 
Bay had filled the place you have allotted to 
Ave atque Vale, a poem to which you are al- 
together too kind, in my opinion, as others 
have been before you. I never had really 
much in common with Baudelaire, tho' I re- 
tain all my early admiration for his genius 
at its best. I wish there were fewer of such 
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very juvenile crudities as you have sdected 
from my first volume of poems: it is trying 
to find such boyish attempts as The Sundew, 
Aholibah, Madonna Mia, etc., offered as ex- 
amples of the work of a man who has written 
so many volumes since in which there is noth- 
ing that is not at least better and riper than 
they. I wish too that Mater Triumphalis had 
not been separated from its fellow poem — 
a much fitter piece of work to stand by itself. 
On the other hand, I am very cordially 
obliged to yo|i for giving the detached extract 
from Anactoria. I should greatly have pre- 
ferred that extracts only should have been 
given from Atalanta in Calydon, which sorely 
needs compression in the earlier parts. 
Erectheus, which would have taken up so 
much less space, would also, I venture to 
think, have been a better and a fairer exam- 
ple of the author's work. Mr. Watts Dun- 
ton's objections to the book is the omission 
of Super Flumina Babylonis. I too am much 
surprised to find it excluded from a selection 
which includes so much that might well be 
spared — nay, would be better away. I 
would like to have seen one of what I call 
my topographical poems in full. The tiny 
scrap from Loch Torridon was hardly worth 
giving by itself. I do not understand what 
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« 

you find obscure or melancholy in The Gar- 
den of Cymodoce. It was written simply 
to express my constant delight in the recol- 
lection of Sark. I hope you will not think 
anything in this note captious or ungracious. 
Candour always seems to be the best expres- 
sion possible of gratitude or goodwill. 

Ever sincerely yours, 

A. Swinburne. 

In December of 1901 F. M. wrote, osten- 
sibly from Argyll, to Dr. Goodchild : ** I had 
hoped by this time to have had some definite 
knowledge of what I am to do, where to go 
this winter. But circumstances keep me 
here. . . • Our friend, too (meaning himself 
as W. S.), is kept to England by the illness 
of others. My plans though turning upon dif- 
ferent issues are to a great extent dependent, 
later, on his. . • • 

"I have much to do, and still more to 
think of, and it may be bring to life through 
the mysterious resurrection of the imagina- 
tion. 

"What long months of preparation have 
to go to any writing that contains life within 
it. — Even the slightest, the most significant, 
as it seems I We, all of us who live this dual 
life of the imagination and the spirit, do in- 
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to spend a month with my dear friend here» 
in this wonderful old ''Castle-Fortress-Mon- 
astery-Mansion — the Castel" Maniace itself 
being over 2,000 feet in the highlands beyond 
Etna, and Maletto, the nearest station, about 
3iO00. 

How you and Grace would rejoice in this 
region. Within a day's easy ride is Enna, 
sacred to Demeter/and about a mile or so 
from Castel' Maniace, in a wild desolate 
r^on of a lava wilderness, is the lonely 
heron-haunted moorland-lake wherein tradi- 
tion has it Persephone disappeared. . . . 

W. S. 

I joined him early in February at Maniace 
and we remained with Mr. Hood for a month 
of sunshine and flowers. Among other 
guests came Miss Maud Valerie White. She 
was wishful that the pleasant days spent there 
together should be commemorated, and pro- 
posed that W. S. should write a short poem 
for her to set to Sicilian airs, and that the 
song should be dedicated to our host. To 
that end Mr. Hood summoned to the Castello 
one of the peasant bagpipe players, who one 
evening walked round and round the hall, 
playing the airs that are played each Christ- 
mas by the pipers before the shrines to the 
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Madonna in the various churches. The re- 
sult of that evening was a song, ** Buon' Ri* 
poso," written by William Sharp, set to music 
by Miss Valerie White, and published by 
Messrs. Chappell: 

BUON' RIPOSO 

When, like a sleeping child 

Or a bird in the nest, 
The day is gathered 

To the earth's breast . . . 
Hush I . . . 'tis the dream-wind 
Breathing peace, 
Breathing rest 
Out of the gardens of Sleep in the West 

O come to me . . . wandering 

Wind of the West! 
Gray Doves of slumber 

Come hither to nest. . . . 
Ah, sweet now the fragrance 
Below the dim trees 
Of the White Rose of Rest 
That blooms in the gardens of Sleep in the West 

On leaving Maniace W. S. wrote to Dr. 
Goodchild : 

Friday, 7th March, igo2. 

To-morrow we leave here for Taormina. 
. . . And, not without many regrets, I am 
glad to leave — as, in turn, I shall be glad 
(tho' for other reasons) when the time comes 

197 



WUliam Sharp 

to leave Taormina. My wife says I am never 
satisfied, and that Paradise itself would be in- 
tolerable for me if I could not get out of it 
when I wanted. And there is some truth 
in what she says, though it is a partial truth, 
only. I think external change as essential to 
some natures as passivity is to others: but 
this may simply mean that the inward life 
in one person may best be hypnotised by ** a 
still image," that of another may best be hyp- 
notised by a wavering image or series of 
wavering images. It is not change of scene 
one needs so much as change in these waver- 
ing images. For myself, I should, now, in 
many ways be content to spend the most of 
my life in some quiet place in the country, 
with a garden, a line of poplars and tall elms, 
and a great sweep of sky. . . . 

Your friend affectionately, 

William Sharp. 

To Mrs. Philpot: 

Taormina, 
April 3, 1902. 

Dear Friend, 

... It would take pages to describe all 
the flowers and other near and far objects 
which delight one continually. Persephone 
has scattered every treasure in this her birth- 
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island. From my room here in the Castello- 
a-Marc — this long terraced hotel is built on 
the extreme edge of a precipitous height out- 
side the Messina Gate of Taormina — I look 
down first on a maze of vividly green almond 
trees sloping swiftly down to the deep blue 
sea, and over them the snowy vastness of 
Etna, phantom-white against the intense blue, 
with its hitherside ii,ooo feet of gulfs of 
violet morning shadow. About midway this 
is broken to the right first by some ancient 
cactus-covered fragments of antiquity at the 
comer of a winding path, and then by the 
bend of Santa Caterina garden wall with fine 
tall plume-like cypresses filled with a living 
green darkness, silhouetted against the foam- 
white cone. 

My French windows open on the terrace, 
it is lovely to go out early in the morning 
to watch sunrise (gold to rose-flame) coming 
over Calabria, and the purple-blue emerald 
straits of Messina and down by the wildly 
picturesque shores of these island coasts and 
across the Ionian sea, and lying like a bloom 
on the incredible vastness of Etna and its 
rise from distant Syracuse and Mt. Hybla to 
its cone far beyond the morning clouds when 
clouds there are — or to go out at sunrise 
and see a miracle of beauty being woven 
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anew — or at n^ht when there is no moon, 
but only the flashing of the starry torches, 
the serpentine glitter of lights, the soft cry 
of the aziola, and the drowsy rhythmic cadence 
of the sea in the caves and crags far below. 
Just now the hum of bees is almost as loud 
as the drowsy sighing of the sea: among the 
almonds a boy is singing a long drowsy 
Gredc-like chant, and on the mass of wild 
rock near the cypresses a goatherd is play- 
ing intermittently on a reed pipe. A few 
yards to the right is a long crescent-shaped 
terrace garden filled with roses, great shrub- 
like clumps of white and yellow marguerite, 
myrtle, lilies, narcissus, sweet-scented blos- 
som-covered geranium, oranges hanging in 
yellow flame, pale-gold lemons. Below the 
branches a " Purple Emperor " and a snow- 
white " May Queen " are hovering in butter- 
fly wooing. On an oleander above a wilder- 
ness of pink and scarlet geraniums two blue 
tits are singing and building, building and 
singing. 

Since I wrote the above Easter has inter* 
vened. The strange half pagan, half Chris- 
tian ceremonies interested me greatly, and in 
one of the ceremonials of one processional 
part I recognized a striking survival of the 
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more ancient Greek rites of the Demeter and 
the Persephonae-Kore cult 

To Mrs. Janvier: 

Taormina. 

". . . It is difficult to do anything here. I 
should like to come sometime without any- 
thing to do — without even a book to read, 
simply to come and dream, to re-live many 
of the scenes of this inexhaustible region of 
romance: to see in vision the coming and go- 
ing of that innumerable company — from 
Ulysses and his wanderers, from Pythagoras 
and St. Peter, from that Pancrazio who had 
seen Christ in the flesh, from iEschylus, and 
Dionysius and Hiero and Gelon, from Pindar 
and Simonides and Theocritus, to Richard 
Coeur-de-Lion and Garibaldi and Lord Nel- 
son — what a strange company! . . . 

" As for my own work, it is mostly (what 
there is of it !) dealing with the literature, etc., 
of the south. I do not know whether my 
long article on Contemporary Italian Poetry 
is to be in the April- June issue of The Quar- 
terly, or the summer issue. I am more in- 
terested in a strange Greek drama I am writ- 
ing — The Kore of Enna — than in any- 
thing I have taken up for a long time. My 
reading just now is mostly Greek history and 
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Italian literature. . . . Looking on this deep 
blue, often violet sea, with the foam washing 
below that perhaps laved the opposite shores 
of Greece, and hearing the bees on the warm 
wind, it is difficult to realise the wet and 
cold you have apparently had recently in New 
York — or the fogs and cold in London. I 
wish you could bask in and sun yourself on 
this sea-terrace, and read me the last you 
have written of * Captain Dionysius ' while 
I give you tea ! " 

During our first visit to Sicily, though my 
husband realised the beauty of the island, he 
could not fed its charm or get in touch with 
the spirit of the place because he was over- 
borne by the sense of battle and bloodshed 
that he felt pervaded it. When I described 
how much the fascination of the beautiful 
island had seized hold of me he would say: 
" No, I cannot feel it, for the ground is sod- 
den and every leaf drips with blood." To 
his great relief, on his return there he found, 
as he said, that he had got beyond the sur- 
face of things, had pierced down to the great 
essentials of the ancient land, and had become 
one of her devoted lovers. 



202 



CHAPTER X 

LISMORE 

Taormina 

Our summer was spent on Arran, Colin- 
say, and on "the Green Isle" of Lismore in 
the sea-mouth of Loch Linnhe within sight 
of the blue hills of Morven. We had rooms 
in the ferryman's cottage at the north point 
of the isle, where the tide race was so strong 
at the ebb in stormy weather that at times 
it was impossible to row across to the Appin 
shore, even to fetch a telegram whose advent 
was signalled to us by a little flag from the 
post office — a quicker way of getting it than 
by the long road from the Jl-ismore post of- 
fice. We spent much of our time on the 
water in a little rowing boat. A favourite 
haunt was a little Isle of Seals, in the loch, 
where we one day found a baby seagull, fat 
and fully fledged, but a prisoner by reason 
of a long piece of grass that had tightly 
wound round and atrophied one of its feet. 
Sometimes our friend the ferryman would 
come too. At first he refused to talk if I 
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was there, because I could not speak 
and he thought I was English. But at last 
when I had reassured him that I too was a 
Scot, when he admitted that though I had 
not a Highland tongue I had Highland eyes 
just like his mother's — his shyness wore 
away. And one day when we were out on 
the loch at sundown, and an exquisite rosy 
flush lay over hill and water, he stof)ped row- 
ing and leant over his oars, silent for a time, 
and at last murmured in his slow Highland 
English : " Tis — the — smile — of God — 
upon — the — waters." 

At Lismore F. M. wrote, to quote the au- 
thor's own words, "'The Four Winds of 
Eire' (long); 'The Magic Kingdoms' 
(longer and profounder, one of the best 
things F. M. has ever written) ; * Sea-Magic * 
(a narrative and strange Sea-Lore) ; * The 
Lynn of Dreams ' (a spiritual study) ; and 
* Seumas ' (a memory)." 

During the summer and autumn William 
had, as '* F. M.," written a long study on the 
work of W. B. Yeats for The North Amer- 
ican Review; had arranged the first volume 
of a selection of tales for the Tauchnitz se- 
ries, entitled Wind and Wave; and had pre- 
pared a revised and augmented edition of 
The Silence of Amor for publication in Amcr- 
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ica by Mr. Mosher. " W. S." meanwhile had 
not been idle. After editing a volume of the 
Poems* by our friend, Eugene Lee-Hamilton, 
with a long Introduction for The Canterbury 
Poets, he was at work on a series of articles 
which were intended for a projected book to 
be called Literary Geography; and of these 
there appeared in Ho/rper^s ** Walter Scott's 
Land," " R. L. Stevenson's Country ; " and a 
poem, "Capt'n Goldsack." 

Unfortunately, his increasing delicacy not 
only disabled him from the continuous heavy 
strain of work he was under, but our im- 
perative absence from England necessitated 
also the relinquishing of my journalistic 
work. The stress of circumstances weighed 
heavily on him, as he no longer had the en- 
ergy and buoyancy with which to make way 
against it. At this juncture, however, one 
or two friends, who realised the seriousness 
of conditions, petitioned that he should be put 
on the Civil Pension List. The Hon, Alex. 
Nelson Hood and Mr. Alfred Austin were 
the chief movers in the matter, and were 
backed by Mr. George Meredith, Mr, Thomas 
Hardy and Mr. Watts Dunton. Realising 
however, that the writings of William Sharp, 
considered alone, would not constitute a suf- 
ficient claim, Mr. Hood urged William to al- 
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low him to acquaint the Prime Minister with 
the authorship of the Fiona Macleod writings, 
and of the many sacrifices their production 
had entailed. My husband consented provid- 
ing that Mr. Balfour were told " confidentially 
and verbally." However, it proved necessary 
that "a statement of entire claims to con- 
sideration should be laid upon the table of the 
House of Commons for the inspection of 
members." In writing to acquaint my hus- 
band of this regulation, Mr. Hood added: 

" I do not presume to say one word to in- 
fluence you in the decision you may come 
to. In such a matter it is for you to decide. 
If you will sacrifice your unwillingness to ap- 
pear before the world in all the esteem and 
admiration which are your due, then, (I may 
say this) perhaps you will obtain freedom — 
or some freedom — from anxiety and worry 
that will permit you to continue your work 
unhampered and with a quiet mind. But ad- 
vice I cannot give. I cannot recommend any 
one to abandon a high ideal, and your wish to 
remain unknown is certainly that. . . ." 

To this W. S. replied: ,:. 

*^ Edinburgh, 

^ _ . 2ISt Aug., I9Q2. 

My dear Alec, 

You will have anticipated my decision. No 
other was possible for me. I have not made 
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many sacrifices just to set them aside when 
a temptation of need occurs. Indeed, even 
writing thus of " sacrifices " seems to me un- 
worthy: these things are nothing, and have 
brought me far more than I lost, if not in 
outward fortune. It is right, though, to say 
that the decision is due to no form of mental 
obstinacy or arrogance. Rightly or wrongly, 
I am conscious of something to be done — 
to be done by one side of me, by one half 
of me, by the true inward self as I believe — 
(apart from the overwhelmingly felt mystery 
of a dual self, and a reminiscent life, and a 
woman's life and nature within, concurring 
with and oftenest dominating the other) — 
and rightly or wrongly I believe that this, and 
the style so strangely bom of this inward life, 
depend upon my aloofness and spiritual isola- 
tion as F. M. To betray publicly the private 
life and constrained ideal of that inward self, 
for a reward's sake, would be a poor col- 
lapse. And if I feel all this, as I felt it from 
the first (and the nominal beginning was no 
literary adventure, but a deep spiritual im- 
pulse and compelling circumstances of a na- 
ture upon which I must be silent) how much 
more must I feel it now, when an added and 
great responsibility to others has come to me, 
through the winning of so already large and 
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deepening a circle of those of like ideals or 
at least like sympathies in our own country, 
and in America — and I allude as much or 
more to those who while caring for the outer 
raiment think of and need most the spirit 
within that raiment^ which I hope will grow 
fairer and simpler and finer still, if such is 
the will of the controlling divine wills that, 
above the maze, watch us in our troubled 
wilderness. 

That is why I said that I could not adopt 
the suggestion, despite promise of the desired 
pension, even were that tenfold, or any sum. 
As to " name and fame,'' well, that is not my 
business. I am glad and content to be a 
" mesisenger," an interpreter it may be. Prob- 
ably a wide repute would be bad for the work 
I have to do. Friends I want to gain, to 
win more and more, and, in reason, "to do 
well*': but this is always secondary to the 
deep compelling motive. In a word, and 
quite simply, I believe that a spirit has 
breathed to me, or entered me, or that my 
soul remembers or has awaked (the phrase- 
ology matters little) — and, that being so, 
that my concern is not to think of myself or 
my "name" or "reward," but to do (with 
what renunciation, financial and other, may be 
necessary) my truest and best. 
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Attd tfieti, believing this, I have faith you 
see in the inward destiny. I smiled when I 
put down your long, affectionate, and good 
lettefi But it was not a smile of bitterness: 
it was of serene acceptance and confidence. 
And the words that came to my mind were 
those in tile last chbhis of Oedipus at 
Kolonos : 

" Bt no more troubled, and no longer la- 
ment, for all these things will be accotn- 
pllshcd." 

Then, too, there's the finitude of all things. 
Why should one bother deeply when time is 
so brief* Even the gods passed, you know, 
or changed from form to form, I used to 
remember Kenan's " Prayer on the Acropolis " 
by heart, and I recall those words, "Tout 
n'est ici-bas que symbole et que songe. Les 
di^Ux pdsseht comme les hommes et il ne 
serait pas bon qu'ils fussent eternels." . . . 

Eliiabeth, who is on a visit to Fife, will, 
I kiiow, wholeheartedly endorse my decision. 

Again all toy gratitude and affection, dear 
Alecj 

Your friend, 

Will. 
Early in September Mr. Hood sent the wel- 
come information to my husband that the 
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Prime Minister had decided " on the strength 
of the assurance that Mr. Sharp is F. M." 
to make him a grant that would meet his 
pressing needs and enable him to go abroad 
for the winter. 

A few days before this message reached 
W. S. he had written to his friend: 

23d Aug. 
Dear Julian, 

A little line to greet you on your arrival in 
Venice, and to wish you there a time of 
happy rest and inspiration. May the spirit 
of the Sea-Queen whisper to you in romance 
and beauty. 

How I wish I could look in on you at the 
Casa Persico! I love Venice as you do. I 
hope you will not find great changes, or too 
many visitors: and beware of the September 
heats, and above all the September mosquito ! 

"Julian" ought to have a great lift, and 
not the least pleasure in looking forward to 
seeing you again early in October is that of 
hearing some more of your book of Venice 
and of the other Julian. 

["Julian" is the name of the hero of a 
book, Adria, on which Mr. Hood was then 
at work.] 

If all goes well — and I have been working 
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so hard, and done so much, that things oti^hl 
to go smoothly with me again — then we hop* 
to leave London for Sicily about the 2isl 
Oct., and to reach Taormina about the 26tb 
of that month. 

I need not say how glad I am that yoi 
knew I could not decide otherwise than ] 
did : and I am more than ever glad and prouc 
of a friendship so deeply sympathetic and in' 
tuitively understanding. 

Ever afiecttonately yours, dear Friend, 
Will. 

P. S. By the way, you will be glad tt 
know that Baron Tauchnitz is also going t< 
bring out in 2 vols, a selection of representa 
tive tales by Fiona Madeod. The book callec 
The Magic Kingdoms has been postponed til 
next year, but the first part of it will appeal 
in The Monthly Review in December probably 
Stories, articles, studies, will appear else 
where. 

Your friend W. S. has been and is no 
less busy, besides maturing work long in hand 
So at least I can't be accused of needj^i 
indolence. 

To his great relief October-end found ui 
at Taormina once again; and on AUhallow 
e'en he wrote to Mrs. Janvier : 



WUliam Sharp 

Oct joUl 

'' . . . We reached Messina all right, and 
Giardini, the Station for Taormina, in fair 
time; then the lovdy winding drive up to 
unique and beautiful and wildly picturesque 
Taormina and to the lovely winter villa and 
grounds of Santa Caterina where a warm 
welcome met us from Miss Mabel Hill, with 
whom we are to stay till the New Year. . . . 
I have for study a pleasant room on the 
garden terrace, at the Moorish end of the 
old convent-villa with opposite the always 
open door windows or great arch trdlised 
with a lovely ' Japanesy' vine, looking down 
through a sea of roses and lemon and orange 
to the deep blue Ionian Sea. The divine 
heauty, glow, warmth, fragrance, and classic 
loveliness of this place would delight you. 
. . . Overhead there is a wilderness of deep 
blue, instinct with radiant heat and an almost 
passionate clarity. Forza, Mola, Roccaifiorita, 
and other little mountain towns gleam in it 
like sunlit ivory. Over Forza (or Sforza 
rather) the storm-cloud of the Greco, with 
rainbow hanging like a scimitar over the old, 
pagan, tragic, savagely picturesque mountain- 
ridge town. The bells of the hill-chapels rise 
and fall on the wind, for it is the beginning 
of All Souls festa. It is the day when 
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* things ' are abroad and the secret ways are 
more eaisily to be traversed* 

"Beneath my Moorish arch I look down 
through clustering yellow roses and orange 
and lemon to green-blue water, and thence 
across the wild>dove's breast of the Ionian 
Sea, Fat- to the S, E. and S*> over where 
Corinth and Athens lie, are gteat still clouds, 
salmon-hued on the horizon with pink dottles 
and summiti^* An intense stillness and the 
phantasmagoria of a forgotten dreamland 
dwell upon the long western promontories of 
^he Syracusan coast, with the cloud-like 
Hyblaean hill lik6 a violet, and a light as of 
melting honey where, Leontinoi and Sifa- 
cusa lie. . . . 

"Nov. 8: This is a week later. I have 
accidentally destroyed or mislaid a sheet of 
this letter. Nothing of importance — only an 
account of the nocturnal festa of All Souls, 
with the glittering lights and the people watch- 
ing by the graves, and leaving lights and fIow«- 
ers on each, the one to show the wandering 
souls the way back to the grave^ the other 
to disguise the odour of mortality and illude 
them with the old beauty of the lost world 
— and the offerings of handfuls of beans, to 
give them sustenance on this their one mortal 
hour in the year. We three came here yes- 
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terday (Elizabeth, Miss Hill and I) and en- 
joyed the marvellous mountain-climbing jour- 
ney from the sea-level of Giarre (near Ca- 
tania) up to beautiful Linguaglossa, and Cas- 
tiglione 2,000 ft. high and so on to Randazzo 
and Maletto (3,000 ft.) where we got out, 
and drove thro' the wild lava-lands of this 
savage and brigand haunted region to Cas- 
tello di Maniace where il Signor Ducino 
Alessandro gave us cordial and affectionate 
welcome. 

" Sunday, 9th. The weather is doubtful, 
but if it keeps fine we are going to drive 
down to gorges of the Simalthos (the Simeto 
of to-day) and then up by the crags and 
wild town of Bronte, and back by the old 
JEtnean hill-road of the ancient Greeks, or 
by the still more ancient Sikelian tombs at 
a high pass curiously enough known not by 
its ancient fame but as the Pass of the Gip* 
sies. As the country is in a somewhat 
troubled and restive state just now, especially 
over Bronte, all pre-arrangements have been 
made to ensure safety. . . . 

" I hope you have received the Tauchnitz 
volume of Wind and Wave, The text of 
Selected Tales has been revised where ad« 
visable, sometimes considerably. The gain is 
very marked I think, especially in simplicity. 
I hope you will like the preface. The long 
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collective-article in the Contemporary for Oc- 
tober, 'Sea-Magic and Running Water/ I 
have already written to you about One can 
never tell beforehand, but in all probabDity 
the following F. M. articles will appear in 
December (if not January) issues, viz.: 

" In The Monthly Review — The Magic 
Kingdoms. 

" In The Contemporary ^— The Lynn of 
Dreams. 

" In The Fortnightly — Th^ Four Winds of 
Eirinn. 

"As soon as I can possibly work free out 
of my terribly time-eating correspondence, 
and am further ahead with my necessary and 
commissioned pot-boiling articles, etc., I 
want to put together two F. M. volumes, one 
a vol. of Gaelic essays and Spiritual studies 
to be called For The Beauty of an Idea and 
the other a volume of Verse to be called prob- 
ably The Immortal Hour and Poems or else 
The Enchanted Valleys. But I have first a 
great deal to get off as W. S. and F. M. 

" What is dear old Tom doing now? Give 
him my love, and affectionate hug, bless the 
old reprobate 1 I was delighted to meet an 
American admirer (and two hanger-on 
American admiresses) of his in Florence, who 
spoke of his work with much admiration as 
well as personal delight. So I warmed to 
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them mightily in consequence, and had the 
pleasure of introducing the latest production 

— the delightful * Consolate Giantess/ 

** What a letter in length this is ! too long 
for even you, I fear." 

The following letter from Mr. Robert 
Hichens, another devoted lover of Sicily, 
reached William Sh^rp at Maniace: 

Dover, 
Nov. 4, 1902. 
My dear Will, 

. . . The cold is settit^ in and to-day there 
is a fierce east wind. I scarcely dare think 
of what you are enjoying. I had hoped to 
join you at the end of this month, but the 
fates are unkind. When I do get away I 
may first have to go to the Desert, as I am 
meditating some work there. Then I hope 
to make my way there to Sicily but only 
late in Spring. Will you still be there? 
There is magic in its air — or else beauty acts 
on the body as powerfully as on the soul, 
and purifies the blood as well as the soul. . . . 

Every sentence I write wrings my heart. 
I ought not to write about Sicily. Felix was 
begun in that delightful room at Maniace 

— with Webster, thoughtfully posed by Alec 

— on a side table within easy reach. 

216 



Lismore 

Thank you again for your kind, inspiring 
ktter. I value praise from you. 

Yours cordially, 

Robert Hichens. 

Miss Hill and I returned to Sta. Caterina 
and left my husband at Maniace, whence a 
few days later he wrote to me: 

Castello di Maniacs, 
15th Nov., igoss. 
" How you would have enjoyed to-day! 
. . . one of the most beautiful of its kind 
IVe ever had. It was quite dark when we 
rose shortly before six, but lovely dawn by 
6.15, and after a gigantic breakfast we all 
set off all armed with rifles and revolvers. 
We drove up to the cutting to the left, J of 
a mile below Otaheite, and there diverged and 
went up the wild road of the Zambuco Pass, 
and for another five miles of ascent. Then 
we were met by the forest guard and Meli 
with great jennets (huge hill-mules as big as 
horses) and rode over the Serraspina (6,000 
feet). To my great pleasure it was decided 
we could risk the further ascent of the great 
central Watershed of Sicily, the Serra del 
Re (8,000 ft.) and I shall never forget it. 
All the way from about 4,000 ft. the air was 
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extraordinarily light and intoxicating — and 
the views of Central Sicily magnificent beyond 
words. When we had ridden to about 7,500 
feet thro' wild mountain gorges, up vast 
slopes, across great plateaux, and at last into 
the beginning of the vast dense primeval 
beech-forests (all an indescribable glory of 
colour) we dismounted and did the remain- 
ing half hour on foot. Then at last we were 
on the summit of the great central water- 
shed. Thence everything to the south flows 
to the Ionian Sea, everything to the north 
to the Tyrrhenian and Mediterranean. 

"And oh the views and the extraordinary 
clarity! Even with the naked eye I saw all 
the inland mountains and valleys and lost 
forgotten towns, Troina on its two hills, 
Castrogiovanni and Alcara, etc., etc. And 
with the powerful binoculars I could see all 
the houses, and trace the streets and ruined 
temples, etc., in Castrogiovanni on its extra- 
ordinary raised altar-like mountain plateau. 
Then, below us, lay all the northern shores 
of Sicily from Capo Cefalu to Milazzo on its 
beautiful great bay, and Capo Milazzo, and 
the Lipari Islands, so close with the glass I 
could see the few houses on their wild pre- 
cipitous shores, from * Volcano,' the original 
home of Vulcan, and Lipari itself to Strom- 
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boll, and white ships saiUhg. 'Eiiha (Cas- 
trogiovahni) immensely ittiposihg and imfor- 
gettable. And, behind us, Etna vaster, 
sheerer, more majestic, more' tierrible, than I 
had ever dreamed of it. 

"Then We lunched, dmid^ thkt' ektfabrdi- 
nary and vatet panorama — seWng' 2,000 Wet 
below us the * almost inaceslsible * f anlous L^ke 
of Balzano, with its Demeter and Persephone 
associations (itself about 6,000 feet among 
the mountains!) All enjbyed it unspeakably, 
except pobr bid Meli, very ^ nervous about 
brigands — poor' old chap, a ransbm of 800 

* francs has hsid to be paid' to' the capitano of 
the brigand-lot to free his nephew, who is now 
ill after his confinement for matly days' in a 
hole under the lava, where he was half suf- 
focated, and would have soon died from cbld 
and damp and malaria. 

" On the way down (iri the f oriest, kt about 
6,000 feet) Alec suddenly >Vithout a word 
dashed alside, ktid sprang through the sloping 

• Undergrowth, and the next moment' I saw him 
holding his' revolver at the head of- a man 
cf ouching behind a mass ^ of bramble, ' etc. 
But the latter had first managed to hide or 
throw away his gun, arid s Wore he hadn't 
got one, and ineant no harm, and that ' the 
ugly weapon he- carried (a light; long ake of 
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a kind) was to defend himself from the 
wolves I His companion had successfully es- 
caped. The man slunk away, to be arrested 
later by the Carabinieri." 

On his return to Taormina W. S. wrote to 
the Author of Adria, who had gone to Venice 
for ** local colour " : 

Taormina, 
19th Nov., 1902- 

Caro Fra Giuliano, 

To my surprise I hear from our common 
friend, Mr. Aurdio Da Ru, the painter of 
Venice, that you are at present staying at 
San-Francisco-in-Deserto. This seems to me 
a damp and cold place to choose for Novem- 
ber, but possibly you are not to be there long : 
indeed, Da Ru hints at an entanglement with 
a lady named "Adria." Perhaps I am in- 
discreet in this allusion. If so, pray forgive 
me. The coincidence struck me as strange, 
for only the other day I heard our friend 
Alec Hood speaking of an Adria, of whom, 
to say the least of it, he seemed to think 
very highly. By the way, I wouldn't tell him 
(A. H.) too much of your affairs or doings 
— or he may put them in a book. (He's a 
"literary feller" you know!) 

I have just been staying with him — and 
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I wish when you see him you would tell him 
what a happy time I had at Maniace, and how 
pleasantly I remember all our walks and talks 
and times together, and how the true affec- 
tion of a deepened friendship is only the more 
and more enhanced and confirmed. 

It is a lovely day, and very warm and de- 
lightful. Sitting by the open French-window 
of my study, with a bunch of narcissus on 
my table, there is all the illusion of Spring. 
I have just gone into an adjoining Enchanted 
Garden I often frequent, and gathered there 
some sprays of the Balm of Peace, the azure 
blossoms of Hope, and the white roses of 
Serenity and Happiness and sending them, 
by one of the wild-doves of loving thought 
and sympathy and affection, to Alec at Mani- 
ace. 

Ever, dear Fra Giuliano, with love to Da 
Ru, the Graziani, the Manins, and above all 
to Alec, 

Yours, 
Will. 

And again two days later: 

Shar Shan, Bor! 

Which, being interpreted, is Romany 
(Gypsy) for " How d'ye do, MateT'— I fear 
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you are having a bad day for your return to 
Maniace. Here, at any rate, 'tis evil weather. 
Last night the wind rose (after ominous sig- 
nals of furtive lightnings in every quarter) 
to the extent of tempest : and between two arid 
three a. m. became a hurricane. This lasted 
at intervals till dawn, and indeed since: and 
at times I thought a cyclone had seized 
Taormina and was intent on removing " Santa 
Caterina " on to the top of Isola Bella. Nat- 
urally sleep was broken. And in one long 
spell, when wind and a coarse rain (with a 
noise like sheep that has become sleet) kept 
wakefulness in suspense, my thoughts turned 
to Venice, to Giuliano in the lonely rain-beat 
wave-washed sanctuary Of San-Francisco-in- 
Deserto; to Daniele Manin, with his dreams 
of the Venice that was and his hopes of the 
Venice to be; and to Adria, stilled at last in 
her grave in the lagunes after all her passion- 
ate life and heroic endeavour. And then I 
thought of the Venice they, and you, and I, 
love: — and recalled lines of Jacopo Sanna- 
zaro which I often repeat to myself when 
I think of the Sea-City as an abstraction — 

"O d'ltalia dolente 
Etemo lumine 
Venezia ! " 

And that's all I have to say to-day 1 . . . ex- 
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cept to add that this very .moment there has 
come.into my mind the remembrance of some 
words of Montesquieu I read last year (in 
the Lettres P^sanes), to the effect (in Eng- 
lish) that '' altho' one had seen all the cities of 
the worldv there might still be a surprise, in 
store for him in Venice,"^- which would be 
a good motto for your book. 

Your friend, 

Wiix. 

The few entries in William Sharp's Diary 
for 1903 begin with New Year's Day : 

Taormina. 

Thursday^ 1st Jan., 1903. Yesterday after- 
noon I ended literary work for the year^ at 
p. 62 on my MS. of ** The King's Ring " with 
the sentence : " Flora Macdonald saw clearly 
that the hearts of these exiles and New Eng- 
landers would follow a shepherd more potent 
than any kind, the shepherd called Freedom^ 
who forever keeps his flocks of hope^ and 
ideals on the hills of the human heart" To^ 
day, this afternoon, wrote till end ^of p. 70. 
In the evening we dined with Robert Hichens 
at the Hotel Timea 

Sat, 3rd. Finished "The King's Ring." 
Jteyised; md sent off to Mary to type. We. 
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lunched at the Timeo. After lunch we 
spent an hour or more in the Greek Theatre 
with Hichens. Then we walked to Miss 
Valerie White's villa and had tea with her. 
In evening " turned in " about 9 and read 
Bourget's Calabria Ricordi, and Lenormant 
on Crotone and Pythagorus. 

Saturday, gth Jan. 
To the Editor of The Pall Mall Magazine: 
Dear Sir^ 
I have written a story somewhat distinct 
in kind from the work associated with my 
name, and think it is one that should appeal 
to a far larger public than most of my writ- 
ings do: for it deals in a new way with a 
subject of unpassing interest, the personality 
of Flora Macdonald. "The King's Ring," 
however, is not concerned with the hackneyed 
Prince Charlie episode. It is, in a word, so 
far as I know, the only narrative presentment 
of the remarkable but almost unknown late- 
life experiences of Flora Macdonald : for few 
know that, long after her marriage, she went 
with her husband and some of her family 
and settled in South Carolina, just before the 
outbreak of the War of Independence: how 
her husband was captured and imprisoned: 
how two of her sons in the Navy were lost 
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tragically at sea: and how she herself with 
one daughter with difficulty evaded inter- 
ference, and set sail from a southern port for 
Scotland again, and on that voyage was 
wounded in an encounter with a French 
frigate. True, all these things are only in- 
dicated in "The King's Ring," for funda- 
mentally the story is a love-story, that of 
Flora M/s beautiful eldest daughter Anne 
and Major Macleod, with the tragical rivalry 
of Alasdair Stuart, bearer of the King's Ring. 
Practically the facts of the story are au- 
thentic: save the central episode of Alasdair 
Stuart, which is of my own invention. I think 
the story would appeal to many not only in 
Scotland and England but in America. 

Yours very truly, 

Fiona Macleod. 

The story was accepted and the first in- 
stalment was printed in the Pall Mall Maga- 
zine in May, 1904; but after its appearance 
the>author did not care sufficiently for it to 
republish it in book form. 

The Diary continues: 

Sunday, 4th, Began article on " Thro' Nel- 
son's Duchy" commissioned for The Pall 
MM Magai^ine, Received The Monthly Re- 
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view for Jany. with the Fiona Madeod ar- 
ticle, " The Magic Kingdoms " : the Mercure 
de France for January: and proofs from the. 
Pall Mall Magassme of my artid^ on >Scott 
and George Eliot. Among several letters one. 
from .Mrs. Gilchrist, who says (apropos of 
F. M,- s " By Sundown Shores ") " she always 
can send one back to> the distance whidi is 
all the future/* 

Later, after a ^ walk alone I looked in at 
Villa Bella Rooca and >had a pleasant chat 
with M,^ et Mme. Grandmont about Anatole 
Fntneey Loti, and treatment of <sea in Pecheur 
d'Jslande, Boui^et's and Lenormant's C^da^ 
bria,et£* Wrote afto* dinner from 9 till 11 ; 
and read 'Some Bacchylidesy etc. At ^ 11. 15 
suddenly some iiye.or «ix cocks began to crow 
vehemeatly: and about five minutes later ab- 
ruptly stopped. 

Monday,. 5th. A' day of perfect beauty. 
Divinely warm^ In morning sat out on Log" 
gia . two hours or so working at- revision. 
After lunch Hichens came . for me and we 
walked down to Capo San Andrea and thence 
took a boat with two men (Francesco and his 
brother) across to Capo Schiso (Naxos) and 
thence walked some five or six n^iles back. 
Tea at H^s. A divinely lovdy sunset* 

Tuesday, 6th. As beautiful a day as ye»- 
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terday. More could be said of no daiy*. 
Worked at " Thro' Nelson'^s Duchy " material, 
and wrote a . letter. A walk after lunch: 
Then again a little work; Had- a charming 
letter from Joachim- Gasquet> and to F; M. 
one from Stephen Gwynn >(with his To-day 
and To-fnorraiUxift' Ireland) ' — and 2in Acad-* 
emy with 'ptea$ant para, about F. M. saying 
just what I would want said (withan allusion 
to a special study of jF.^ M. in the Harvard 
Monthly, by the. Editor). 

This afternoon, the Festa of the Epiphany^ 
more -great doings with<th64lelaye<} Xmaatree 
treat * of ' th^ SchooUchildren of Taormini^. 
Much enjoyed' itv 

Thursday, 8th. Finished thfe P. M. Mag. 
commissioned article " Thro' -Nelson's Duchy " 
— about' 'S,ooa words •— then, revised : marked 
with direction^' the>8 ifine Photos selected by 
A. N* H.i (Alex. Nelson Hood) and sent off 
to be registered. ... 

After.dinner.wrote one or two letters in- 
cluding longish one of literacy adyipe to Karl 
Walter. Read some JEschylus' " Eumenides." 

This is the letter in question : 

TAO?lMIlfA,v 

. Jan., 1903. 
My dear *Walter, 
... In some respects your rendering of 
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your sonnet is towards improvement. But it 
has one immediate and therefore fatal flaw. 
Since the days of Sophocles it has been recog- 
nised as a cardinal and imperative law, that 
a great emotion (or incident, or idea, or col- 
lective act) must not be linked to an ineffective 
image, an incongruous metaphor. Perhaps 
the first and last word about passion (in a 
certain sense only, of course, for to immortal 
things there is no mortal narrowing or limit- 
ing in expression) has been said more than 
two thousand years ago by Sappho and to- 
day by George Mereditii. " The apple on the 
topmost bough "... all that lovely fragment 
of delicate imperishable beauty remains 
unique. And I know nothing nobler than 
Meredith's " Passion is noble strength on 
fire." . . . But turn to a poet you probably 
know well, and study the imagery in some of 
the Passion-sonnets in " The House of Life " 
of Rossetti — of Passion: 

. . . ."creature of poignant thirst 
And exquisite hunger" . . . 

— the splendid sexual diapason in the sestet 
of the sonnet called " The Kiss " — or, again, 
to " the flame-winged harp-player," 

. . . ."thou art Passion of Love, 
The mastering music walks the $unlit s^a," 
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Perhaps I have said enough to illustrate my 
indication as to the opening metaphor in your 
sonnet. Apart from the incongruity of the 
image, it has no logical congruity with the 
collateral idea of Fear. The sonnet itself 
turns on a fine emotion in your mind : let that 
emotion shape a worthy raiment of metaphor 
and haunting cadence of music^ not as the 
metricist desires but as the poet au fond com- 
pels. 

Yes, both in sonnet-writing and in your 
terza-rima narrative (cultivate elision here, 
also fluent terminals, or you will find the Eng- 
lish prosody jib at the foreign reins) you will 
find G. useful. But the secret law of rh)rthm 
in a moving or falling wave, in the cadence 
of wind, in the suspiration of a distance song, 
in running water, in the murmur of leaves, 
in chord confluent upon chord, will teach you 
more — if you will listen long enough and 
know what you listen to. 

I hope I have not discouraged you. I mean 
the reverse of that. Your friend, 

William Sharp. 

I add here a letter of criticism and en- 
couragement sent by F. M. to another young 
writer, in the previous summer, to the nephew 
of William Black, the novelist: 
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London. June, 1901^ 
My dear Mil Black, 

As soon as possible after my return from 
Brittany I read your MS. It is full of the 
true sentiment, and has often charm in the 
expres^on: but I think you would do wieU 
to aim at a style simpler still, freer from man- 
nerisims, and above all from mannerisms 
identified w|th.the.work of other .writers. As 
I am speaking critically, let me say frankly 
that I have found your beautif til * talc; too 
reminiscent ever and again of an accent^ a 
note, a vernacular (too reminiscent even in 
names), common to much that J have written. 
You are^sympathetic enough to care for much 
of my work, and loyal enough to say so. with 
generous appreciation: but just because of. 
this you should be. on guard against . any- 
thing, in «ny style savouring of affectation or. 
mannerism. You may be sure that whatever 
hold my writings may have taken on the 
imagination of what is at most a small clan 
has been in despite of and not because of; 
mannerisms, which sometimes make for at- 
mosphere and versimilitude and sometimes 
are merely obvious, and therefore make for 
weakness and even disillusion. Be on guard, 
therefore^ against a S3rmpathy which, would . 
lead you to express yourself in any other way i 
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than you yourself feel and in other terrn^ than 
''the terms of your own tilirid. Mannerfem is 
often the colour and cbhtoUr of a writer's 
mind : but the ' rairtient never ' fits ■ evdn ' the 
original wearer, 'arid is disastrous for the 
borrower, when Ihe mental habit of manner- 
ism is translated into the mental incertitude 
of matmerisms. Ybu have'sonattUral- a fac- 
ulty and so eager a desire, thkt ^ I have ^no 
' hesitation^ in 'urging you to devbteyoUr best 
thought and time and ' teff ort to a worthy 
achievement. 

But no work of the imagination has any 
value if it' be not shaped atid cbloured' from 
within. Every' imiaginatiVe* writer hivfet t^ke 
his dffspring to the^ Foiihtain- bf Yoiith, and 
the oilly way is* through the' shadowy 'tod 
silent avenues of orie's ovMi heart. 'My- advice 
to you, then, is, not to f ef rain' from steteping 
yoUf thought and ihia^inatidn'iri what is^n^r 
to your heart and dream, but to see thlat-ybur 
vision is always'your' own- vision, thkt your 
utterance' is always your own utterance, and 
to be cohtent with no beauty and no charm 
that kre dependent On another's vision of 
beauty and anbther's secret 6f charm. 

' Meanwhile, ' I can advise you ho mbre 

surely than to say, write as* simply, alhicfet^as 

'baldly, above all as nafwraHy as possible. 

231 



William Sharp 

Sincerity, which is the last triumph of art, 
is also its foster-mother. You will do well, 
I feel sure : and among your readers you will 
have none more interested than 

Yours Sincerely, 

Fiona Macleod. 

To another friend he wrote in answer to 
a question on " style " : 

" Rhythmic balance, fluidity, natural mo- 
tion, spontaneity, controlled impetus, propor- 
tion, height and depth, shape and contour, 
colour and atmosphere, all these go to every 
liiHng sentence — but there, why should I 
weary you with uncertain words when you 
can have a certainty of instance almost any 
time where you are: you have but to look at 
a wave to find your exemplar for the ideal 
sentence. All I have spoken of is there — 
and it is alive — and part of one flawless 
whole." 

From W. S. to Mrs. Janvier: 

Taormina, 
i8th Feb., 1903. 
"... In fact, letters are now my worst 
evil to contend against — for, with this 
foreign life in a place like this, with so many 
people I know, it is almost impossible to get 
anything like adequate time for essential work 
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— and still less for the imaginative leisure 
I need, and dreaming out my work — to say 
nothing of reading, etc. As you know, too, 
I have continually to put into each day the 
life of two persons — each with his or her 
own interests, preoccupations, work, thoughts, 
and correspondence. I have really, in a word, 
quite apart from my own temperament, to 
live at exactly double the rate in each day 
of the most active and preoccupied persons. 
No wonder, then, that I find the continuous 
correspondence of * two persons ' not only a 
growing weariness, but a terrible strain and 
indeed perilous handicap on time and energy 
for work. ..." 

A little later William Sharp started for a 
fortnight's trip to Greece by way of Calabria 

— Reggio, Crotona, Taranto, Brindisi to 
Corfu and Athens, with a view of gathering 
impressions for the working out of his pro- 
jected book (by W. S.) to be called Greek 
Backgrounds. 

En route he wrote to me: 

23d Jan., 1903. 

" Where of all unlikely places do you think 

this is written from? Neither Corfu nor 

Samothrace nor Ithaka nor Zante, nor any 

Greek isle betwixt this and the Peloponnesus, 
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but in Turkey! . . . i.e., in Turkish Albania, 
surrounded by turban^d Turks, ' fezzed Al- 
banians, and picturesque kilted Epeirotes, amid 
some of the loveliest scenery in the world. 

*' Vou will have had my several cirds en 
route and last frotn Taranto. The fifst 6f 
a sieries bf four extraordinary' pieces of al- 
most uncanny gobd fortune befell me en route, 

— but it would take too long nbw to Write in 
detail. Meanwhile I may 6ay' I m'et the fii'st 
of three people to whom I ialready owcf much 

— and who helped me thro' every* bothierkt 
Britidisi. (He is a foreign Cotisul in 

' Greece.) 

(" By the way, the engine f rom TSranto to 
Brindisi was called the Agamemnon and the 
stejimer' to Greece the Poseidon — significant 
names, eh?) 

" r had a delightful night's f est in my com- 
fortable cabin, and woke at dawri to find the 
Poseidon close to the Albanian shbre, arid un^ 
der the superb snoW-crowned Acrokeraunian 
Mountains. The scenery superb — whh 
Samothrace, and the Isle of Ulysses, 6tc.,' etc., 
seaward, and the beautiful mountainous 
shores of Corfu, here called 'Kipkuga 
(Kerkyra) on the S. W. andS. There was 
a special Consul-Deputation oh bbard, tof land 
two, and also to take off a number bf Ttrrks, 
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Albanians, and Epeirotes for Constantinople. 
We put in after breakfast at Eavri Kagavri 

— a Greco- Albanian township of Turkey. 
The scattered oriental 'town' of the Forty 
Saints crowns a long ridge at a considerable 
height — the harbour-town is a cluster of 
Turkish houses besides an extraordinary ab- 
solutely deserted set of gaunt ruins. Hun- 
dreds of Albanians and Epeirotes, Moslem 
priests and two Greek papas (or popes) were 
on the shore-roads, with several caravans each 
of from 20 to 50 mules and horses. Costumes 
extraordinarily picturesque, especially the 
white-kilted or skirted Albanian mountaineers, 
and the Larissa Turks. We were 3 hours 

— and I the only 'privileged' person to get 
thro' with the consul. We took many aboard 

— a wonderful crew, from a wonderful place, 
the fairyland of my Greek resident from Paris 

— who is on his way to spend a month with 
his mother in Athens, and has asked me to 
visit him at his house there. . • • 

" Well, the Poseidon swung slowly out of 
the bay, — a lovely, exciting, strange, unfor- 
gettable morning — and down the lovely Al- 
banian coast — now less wild, and wooded and 
craggy, something like the West Highlands 
at Loch Fyne, etc., but higher and wilder. 
When off a place on the Turkish Albanian 
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coast called Pothlakov (Rothroukon) the 
shaft of the screw suddenly broke I The en- 
gineer told the captain it would be five hours 
at least before it could be mended — adding, 
a little later, that the harm could probably 
not be rectified here, and that we should have 
to ride at sea till a relief boat came from 
G)rfu or Greece to take off the passengers, 
etc. 

''As no one has a Turkish passport, no 
one can get ashore except lucky me, with 
my influential friend, in a Turkish steam- 
pinnacle! (It is so beautiful, so warm, and 
so comfortable on the Poseidon, that, in a 
sense, I'm indifferent — and would rather not 
be relieved in a hurry.) 

" (Later.) Late afternoon on board — still 
no sign of getting off. No Corfu to-day, 
now, though about only an hour's sail from 
here ! Perhaps to-night — or a relief steamer 
may come. I'll leave this now, as I want to 
see all I can in the sundown light. It is all 
marvellously strange and lovely. What a 
heavenly break-down! What luckl 

''Just had a talk with another passenger 
stamping with impatience. I didn't soothe 
him by remarking I hoped we should adrift 
ashore and be taken prisoners by the Turks. 
He says he wants to get on. Absurd. 
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* There's more beauty here than one can take 
in for days to come ' I said — * Damn it, sir, 
what have / got to do with beauty/ — he 
asked indignantly. * Not much, certainly,' I 
answered drily, looking him over. An Italian 
maestro is on board on his way to Athens — 
now playing delightfully in the salon. A 
Greek guitarist is going to play and sing at 
moonrise. No hills in the world more beau- 
tiful in shape and hue and endless contours 

— with gorgeous colours. Albania is lost 
Eden, I think. Just heard that a steamer is 
to come for us in a few hours, or less, from 
Corfu and tow us into Kerkyra (the town) 

— and that another Austro-Lloyd from 
Trieste or Brindisi will take us on to-morrow 
sometime from Corfu to Athens. . • . The 
only perfectly happy person on board. 

" Yours, 
" Will.'' 

Athens, 29th Jan. 
"... This lovely place is wonderful. 
How I wish you were here to enjoy it too. I 
take you with me mentally wherever I go. It 
is a marvellous home-coming feeling I have 
here. And I know a strange stirring, a kind 
of spiritual rebirth." 

Athens^ Feb. ist 
"... Yesterday, a wonderful day at 
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Eleusis. Towards sundown drove through 
the lovely hill-valley of Daphne, with its 
beautifully situated isolated ruin of the 
Temple of Aphrodite, a little to the north 
of the Sacred Way of the Dionysiac and other 
Processions from Aonai (Athenai) to the 
Great Fane of Eleusis. I have never any- 
where seen such a marvellous splendour of 
living light as the sundown light, especially 
at the Temple of Aphrodite and later as we 
approached Athens and saw it lying between 
Lycabettos and the Acropolis, with Hymettos 
to the left and the sea to the far right and 
snowy Pentdicos behind. The most radiant 
wonder of light I have ever seen." 

On his return to Taormina he received the 
following letter from Mr. Hichens : 

St. Stephens, 
Canterbury. 

My dear Sharp, 

. . . Lately I recommended a very clever 
man, half Spanish and half German, to read 
the work of Fiona Macleod. I wondered 
how it would strike one who had never been 
in our Northern regions, and he has just 
written to me, and says : " I am reading with 
intense delight Fiona Macleod's books and 
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thank you very much for telling me to get 
them. I ordered them all from London and 
cannot tell you how I admire the thoughts, 
the style, ' toute la couleur locale.' They are 
books I shall keep by me and take about with 
me wherever I go." I suppose he feels they 
are fine, as I feel Tourgene's studies of 
Russian character are fine, although I have 
never lived among Russians. I shall take 
Anna Karinina to Italy with me and read it 
once more. At Marseilles I saw the Resur- 
rection acted. It was very interesting and 
touching, though not really a very good play. 
It was too episodical. In London it is an 
immense success. 

Well, I hope you will really come to winter 
in Africa. You can stay at either the Oasis or 
the Royal and I think we should be very happy. 
We must often go out on donkey-back into 
the dunes and spend our day there far out 
in the desert. I know no physical pleasure, — 
apart from all the accompanying mental plea- 
sure, — to be compared with that which comes 
from the sun and air of the Sahara and the 
enormous spaces. This year I was more en- 
chanted than ever before. Even exquisite 
Taormina is hum-drum in comparison. I ex- 
pect to go to Italy very early in May, and 
back to Africa quite at the beginning of No- 
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vember. Do try to come then, as November 
is a magnificent month. Don't reply. You 
are too busy. I often miss the walks, and 
your company, which wakes up my mind and 
puts the bellows to my spark of imagination. 

Ever yours, 

Robert Hichens. 
I can't help being rather sorry that you 
won't go to Sicily again for a long while. I 
always fed as if we all had a sort of home 
there. 

For, as Mr. Hichens wrote to me, " I still 
think Taormina the most exquisite place in 
Europe. On a fine morning it is ineffably 
lovely." 
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CHAPTER XI 

WINTER IN ATHENS 

Greek Backgrounds 

During the following summer William 

Sharp saw George Meredith for the last time. 

Concerning that visit to Box Hill he wrote 

to a friend: 

Monday, June 22, 1903. 

"... I am so glad I went down to see 
George Meredith to-day. It was good-bye, 
I fear, though the end may not be for some 
time yet : not immediate, for he has recovered 
from his recent severe illness and painful ac- 
cident, though still very weak, but able to 
be up, and to move about a little. 

" At first I was told he could see no one, 
but when he heard who the caller was I was 
bidden enter, he gave me a sweet cordial 
welcome, but was frail and weak and fallen 
into the blind alleys that so often await the 
most strenuous and vivid lives. But, in him- 
self, in his mind, there is no change. I felt 
it was good-bye, and when I went, I think 
he felt it so also. When he goes it will be 
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the passing of the last of the great Victorians. 
I could have (selfishly) wished that he had 
known a certain secret: but it is better not, 
and now is in every way as undesirable as 
indeed impossible. If there is in truth, as I 
believe, and as he believes, a life for us after 
this, he will know that his long-loving and 
admiring younger comrade has also striven 
towards the hard way that few can reach. 
What I did tell him before has absolutely 
passed from his mind: had, indeed, never 
taken root, and perhaps I had nurtured rather 
than denied what had taken root. If in some 
ways a little sad, I am glad otherwise. And 
I had one great reward, for at the end he 
spoke in a way he might not otherwise have 
done, and in words I shall never forget. I 
had risen, and was about to lean forward and 
take his hands in farewell, to prevent his half- 
rising, when suddenly he exclaimed, " Tell me 
something of her — of Fiona. I call her so 
always, and think of her so, to myself. 
Is she well? Is she at work? Is she 
true to her work and her ideal? No, that I 
know ! ' 

" It was then he said the following words, 
which two minutes later, in the garden, I 
jotted down in pencil at once lest I should 
forget even a single word, or a single change 
in the sequence of words. ' She is a woman 

242 



Winter in Athens 

of genius. That is rare ... so rare any- 
where, anytime, in women or, in men. Some 
few women "have genius," but she is more 
than that. Yes, she is a woman of genius: 
the genius too, that is rai'est, that drives deep 
thoughts before it. Tell her I think often 
of her, and of the deep thought in all she 
has written of late. Tell her I hope great 
things of her yet. And now . . . we'll go, 
since it must be so. Good-bye, my dear fel- 
low, and God bless you.' 

"Outside, the great green slope of Box 
Hill rose against a cloudless sky, filled with a 
flowing south wind. The swifts and swal- 
lows were flying high. In the beech courts 
thrush and blackbird called continually, along 
the hedge-rows the wild-roses hung. But an 
infinite sadness was in it all. A prince among 
men had fallen into the lonely and dark way." 

Good-bye it was in truth; but it was the 
older poet who recovered hold on life and 
outlived the younger by four years. 

A wet spring, and a still damper autumn 
affected my husband seriously; and while we 
were visiting Mrs. Glassford Bell in Perth- 
shire he became so ill that we went to Lland- 
rindod Wells for him to be under special 
treatment. As he explained to Mr. Ernest 
Rhys: 
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Llandrindod Wells^ 
Sept, 1903. 
My dear Ernest, 

... I know that you will be sorry to learn 
that things have not gone well with me. All 
this summer I have been feeling vaguely un- 
well and, latterly, losing strength steadily. 
. . . However, the rigorous treatment, the po- 
tent Saline and Sulphur waters and baths, the 
not less potent and marvellously pure and 
r^enerative Llandrindod air — and my own 
exceptional vitality and recuperative powers 
— have combined to work a wonderful change 
for the better; which may prove to be more 
than " a splendid rally," tho' I know I must 
not be too sanguine. Fortunately, the eventu- 
ality does not much trouble me, either way: 
I have lived, and am content, and it is only 
for what I don't want to leave undone that 
the sound of " Farewell " has anjrthing deeply 
perturbing. 

W. S. 

And later to Mrs. Janvier : 

London, Sept 30, 1903. 
"Thanks for your loving note. But you 
are not to worry yourself about me. Fm all 
right, and as cheerful as a lark — let us say 
as a lark with a rheumatic wheeze in its little 
song-box, or gout in its little off-claw. . . . 
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Anyway, FU laugh and be glad and take life 
as I find it, till the end. The best prayer for 
me is that I may live vividly till * Finis/ and 
work up to the last hour. ... 

" My love to you both, and know me ever 
your irrepressible, 

•' Billy." 

In a letter to Mr. Alden (Aug. 25th, 1903) 
he describes the work he had on hand at the 
moment, and the book he had projected and 
hoped to write: 

"... in the Pall Mall Magazine you may 
have noticed a series of topographical papers 
(with as much or more of anecdotal and 
reminiscent and critical) contributed, under 
the title of Literary Geography, by myself. 
The first three were commissioned by the edi- 
tor to see how they 'took.* They were so 
widely liked, and those that followed, that 
this summer he commissioned me to write 
a fresh series, one each month till next March. 
Of these none has been more appreciated 
than the double article on the Literary Geo- 
graphy of the Lake of Geneva. Forthcoming 
issues are The English Lake Country, Mere- 
dith, Thackeray, The Thames, etc. In the 
current issue I deal with Stevenson. 

". . . About my projected Greek book, to 
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comprise Magna Grecia as well, i. e. Hellenic 
Calabria and Sicily, etc. ... I want to make 
a book out of the material gathered, old and 
new, and to go freshly all over the ground. 
... I intend to call it Greek Backgrounds 
and to deal with the ancient (recreated) and 
modem backgrounds of some of the greatest 
of the Greeks — as they were and are — as, 
for example, of JEschylus, Sophocles, Eurip- 
ides, Empedocles, Theocritus, etc. — and of 
famous ancient cities, Sybaris, Corinth, etc.; 
and deal with the home or chief habitat or 
famous association. For instance: 



(i) Calabria (Cretan and Metapontum) with 

Pythagoras. 

(2) Eleusis in Greece, "I ^schylus. 

Syracuse and Gela in Sic- > with life and death of 
ily 3 Sophocles. 



i3) Colonos with Euripides. 

4) 



Athens etc 1 with Pindar etc etc." 

(S) Ssrracuse f 

and Acragas (Girgente) 3 

The two following letters were acknow- 
ledgments of birthday greetings. In the first 
to Mr. Stedman our plans for that winter 
are described: 

The Grosvenor Club^ 
Oct. 2, 1903. 
My dear E. C. S., 

Two days ago, on Wednesday's mail, I 
posted a letter to reach you, I hope, on the 
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morning of your birthday — and to-day, to 
my very real joy, I safely received your long 
and delightful letter. It has been a true 
medicine — for, as I told you, I've been 
gravely ill. And it came just at the right 
moment, and warmed my heart with its true 
affection. 

... I know youll be truly glad to hear 
that the tidings about myself can be more and 
more modified by good news from my phy- 
sician, — a man in whom I have the utmost 
confidence and who knows every weakness as 
well as every resource and reserve of strength 
in me, and understands my temperament and 
nature as few doctors do understand complex 
personalities. 

He said to me to-day, " You look as if you 
were well contented with the world." I an- 
swered, "Yes, of course I am. In the first 
place I'm every day feeling stronger, and in 
the next, and for this particular day, I've 
just had a letter of eight written pages from 
a friend whom I have ever dearly loved and 
whom I admire not less than I love." He 
knew you as a poet as well as the subtlest 
and finest interpreter of modem poetry — and 
indeed (tho' I had forgotten) I had given 
him a favourite volume and also lent your 
Baltimore addresses. 
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When I'm once more in the land of Theo- 
critus (and oh how entrancing it is) Til be 
quite strong and well again, he says. Indeed 
I'm already "a live miracle"! We sail by 
the Orient liner "Orizaba" on the 23rd; 
reach Naples (via Gibraltar and Marseilles) 
9 to 10 days later ; and leave by the local mail- 
boat same evening for Messina — arrive there 
about 8 on Monday morning — catch the 
Syracuse mail about lo, change at 12 at 
Giarre, and ascend Mt. Etna by the little 
circular line to Maletto about 3,000 ft. high, 
and thence drive to the wonderful old Castle 
of Maniace to stay with our dear friend there, 
the Duke of Bronte — our third or fourth 
visit now. We'll be there about a fortnight: 
then a week with friends at lovely and unique 
Taormina: and then sail once more, either 
from Messina or Naples direct to the Piraeus, 
for Athens, where we hope to spend the win- 
ter and spring. 

How I wish you were to companion us. 
In Sicily, I often thought of you, far off 
Brother of Theocritus. You would so de- 
light in it all, the Present that mirrors the 
magical Past; the Past that penetrates like 
stars the purple veils of the Present. 

Yes, I know well how sincere is all you 
say as to the loving friend awaiting me — • 
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awaiting us — if ever we cross the Atlantic: 
but it is gladsome to hear it all the same. 

All affectionate greetings to dear Mrs. 
Stedman, a true and dear friend. 

Ever, dear Stedman, 
Your loving friend, 
'' William Sharp. 

13th Sept., 1903. 
Dear Mrs. Gilchrist, 

It is at all times a great pleasure to hear 
from you, and that pleasure is enhanced by 
hearing from you on my birthday and by 
your kind remembrance of the occasion. . . . 

We look forward to Athens greatly, though 
it is not (as in Elizabeth's case) my first 
visit to that land of entrancing associations 
and still ever-present beauty. But as one 
grows older, one the more recognises that 
"climate" and "country" belong to the 
geography of the soul rather than to that 
secondary physical geography of which we 
hear so much. The winds of heaven, the 
dreary blast of the wilderness, the airs of hope 
and peace, the tragic storms and cold inclem- 
encies — these are not the property of our 
North or South or East, but are of the climes 
self-made or, inherited or in some strange way 
become our " atmosphere." And the country 
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we dream of, that we long for, is not yet 
reached by Cook nor even charted by Bae- 
deker. You and yours are often in our 
thought In true friendship, distance means 
no more than that the sweet low music is 
far off: but it is there. Your friend, 

William Sharp. 

We journeyed by sea to Naples. Our 
hopes of a chat with our friends the Janviers 
at Marseilles were frustrated by a violent gale 
we encountered. As my husband wrote to 
Mrs. Janvier while at sea: 

R.M.S. Orizaba, 
Oct. 31, 1903. 

" It seems strange to write you on tfie Fes- 
tival of Samhain — the Celtic Summer-end, 
our Scottish Hallowe'en — here on these 
stormy waters between Sardinia and Italy. 
It is so strong a gale, and the air so inclement 
and damp that it is a little difficult to realise 
we are approaching the shores of Italy. But 
wild as the night is I want to send you a line 
on it, on this end of the old year, this night 
of powers and thoughts and spiritual do- 
minion. 

" It was a disappointment not to get ashore 
at Marseilles — but the fierce gale (a wild 
mistral) made it impossible. Indeed the 
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steamer couldn't approach: we lay-to for 3 
or "4 hours behind a great headland some 4 
or 5 miles to S. W. of the city, and passen- 
gers and mails had to be driven along the 
shore and embarked from a small quarry 
pier. . . . We had a very stormy and disagree- 
able passage all the way from Pl3rmouth and 
through the Bay. . . . The first part of the 
voyage I was very unwell, partly from an an- 
noying heart attack. You may be sure I am 
better again, or I could not have withstood 
the wild gale which met us far south in the 
Gulf of Lyons and became almost a hurricane 
near Marseilles. But I gloried in the superb 
magnificence of the lashed and tossed sport 
of the mistral, as we went before it like an 
arrow before a gigantic bow. 

" It is now near sunset and I am writing 
under the shelter of a windsail on the upper 
deck, blowing 'great guns,' though I don't 
think we are in for more than a passing gale. 
But for every reason I shall be glad to get 
ashore, not that I want to be in Naples, which 
I like least of any place in Italy, but to get 
on to Maniace . . . where I so much love to 
be, and where I can work and dream so 
well. . . ." 

But the gale increased and became one of 
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the wildest we had ever known, as William 
reminded me later when he showed me an 
unrhymed poem he had composed — exactly 
as it stands — in the middle of the night, and 
the next day, in Naples, recalled it and wrote 
it down. It was his way of mental escape 
from a physical condition which induced great 
nervous strain or fatigue to create imagi- 
natively a contrary condition and environ- 
ment, and so to identify himself with it, that 
he could become oblivious to surrounding 
actualities. This is the poem : 

INVOCATION 

Play me a lulling tune, O Flute-Player of Sleep, 
Across the twilight bloom of thy purple havens. 
Far off a phantom stag on the moon-yellow high- 
lands 
Ceases; and as a shadow, wavers; and passes: 
So let Silence seal me and Darkness gather, Piper 
of Sleep. 

Play me a lulling chant, O Anthem-maker, 
Out of the fall of lonely seas, and the wind's sorrow : 
Behind are the burning glens of the sunset-sky 
Where like blown ghosts the sea-mews wail their 

desolate sea-dirges: 
Make me of these a lulling chant, O Anthem-maker. 

No — no — from nets of silence weave me, O Sigher 

of Sleep, 
A dusky veil ash-gray as the moon-pale moth's grey 

wing; 
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Of thicket-stillness woven, and sleep of grass, and 

thin evanishing air 
Where the tall reed spires breathless — for I am 

tired, O Sigher of Sleep, 
And long for thy muffled song as of bells on the 
wind, and the wind's cry 
Falluig, and the dim wastes that lie 
Beyond the last, low, dim, oblivious sigh. 

During a short visit to Maniace W. S. 
wrote to Mrs. Philpot : 

nth Nov., 1903. 
". . . At this season of the year, beautiful 

and unique in its appeal and singular wild 
fascination as it is, this place does not suit 
me climatically, being for one thing too high, 
between 2,000 and 3,000 ft., and also too 
much under the domination of Etna, who 
swings vast electric current, and tosses thun- 
der charged cloud-masses to and fro like a 
Titan acol)rte swinging mighty censers at the 
feet of the Sun. We drive to Taormina on 
Tuesday and the divine beauty and not less 
divinely balmy and r^enerative climate — 
sitting as she does like the beautiful goddess 
Falcone worshipped there of old, perched on 
her orange and olive-clad plateau, hundreds 
of feet above the peacock-hued Ionian Sea, 
with one hand as it were reaching back to 
Italy (Calabria ever like opal or amethyst to 
the North-east), with the other embracing all 
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the lands of Etna to Syracuse and the Hy- 
blsean Mount, the lands of Empedocles and 
Theocritus, of JEschylus and Pindar, of 
Stesichorus and Simonides, and so many other 
great names — and with her face ever turned 
across the Ionian Sea to that ancient Mother- 
land of Hellas, where once your soul and mine 
surely sojourned. 

" We shall have a delightful * going * and 
one you would enjoy to the full. . . . To- 
morrow if fine and radiant we start for that 
absolutely unsurpassable expedition to the 
great orange gardens a thousand feet lower 
at the S. W. end of the Duchy. We first 
drive some eight miles or so through wild 
mountain land till we come to the gorges of 
the Simeto and there we mount our horses 
and mules and with ample escort before and 
behind ride in single file for about an hour 
and a half. Suddenly we come upon one of 
the greatest orange groves in Europe — 26,- 
000 trees in full fruit, an estimated crop of 
3,000,000! stretching between the rushing 
Simeto and great cliifs. Then once more to 
the saddle and back a different way to bar- 
baric Bronte and thence a ten mile drive back 
along the ancient Greek highway from Naxos 
to sacred Enna. And so, for the moment^ a 
revederla I " 
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After a delightful week at Corfu we set- 
tled in Athens (at Maison Merlin) for four 
months, and found pleasant companionship 
with members of the English and American 
Schools of Archeology — of which Mr. Carl 
Bosenquet and Prof. Henry Fowler were re- 
spectively the heads — with Dr. Wilhelm head 
of the Austrian School, — with Mr. Bikelas 
the Greek poet, at whose house we met sev- 
eral of the rising Greek men of letters, and 
other residents and wanderers. 

The winter was very cold and at first my 
husband was very ill — the double strain of 
his life seemed to consume him like a flame. 
At the New Year he wrote again to Mrs. 
Philpot : 

Maison Merlin, 
Athens. 
Dear Friend, 

This is mainly to tell you that IVe come out 
of my severe feverish attack with erect (if 
draggled) colours and hope to march '* cock-a- 
hoopishly " into 1904 and even further if the 
smiling enigmatical gods permit! . . . To- 
day I heard a sound as of Pan piping, among 
the glens on H)rmettos, whereon my eyes rest 
so often and often so long dream. To-mor- 
row rU take Gilbert Murray's fine new ver- 
sion of Hippolytus or Bacchse as my pocket 
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companion to the Theatre of Dionysius on the 
hither side of the Acropolis; possibly my fa- 
vourite CEdipus at Kolonos and read sitting 
on Kolonos itself and imagine I hear on the 
wind the rise and fall of the lonely ancient 
lives, serene thought-tranced in deathless 
music And in the going of the old and the 
coming of the new year, a friend's thoughts 
shall fare to you from far away Athens. . . . 
As far as practicable I am keeping myself 
to the closer study of the literature and 
philosophy and ethical concepts and ideals of 
anicent Hellas and of mythology in relation 
thereto, but you know how fascinating and 
perturbing much else is, from sculpture to 
vase paintings, from Doric and Ionic archi- 
tecture to the beauty and complex interest of 
the almost inexhaustible field of ancient Greek 
coins, and those of Graecia Magna, — And 
then (both Eheu and Evoe!) I have so much 
else to do — besides "Life** the supreme and 
most exciting of the arts ! 

A letter of New Year wishes to Dr. Gar- 
nett from W. S. ; and a copy of The House of 
Usna to Mr. and Mrs. Ernest Rhys brought 
the following acknowledgments: 
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27 Tanza Road, Hampstead, 

Jan. 8, 1904. 

My dear Sharp, 

Your letter has given me infinite pleas- 
ure. . . . 

Athens must be a delightful residence at 
this time of year, especially if there are no 
'' cold snaps," against which I fear that the 
modem Athenians are no better provided than 
their ancestors were. There is a very amus- 
ing letter in Alciphron's epistles, describing 
the sufferings of a poor parasite in a hard 
winter. You seem to have very charming 
society. The name of Bikelas is well known 
to me, but I am not much versed in Roman 
literature. The history of Paparrhegopoulos 
has been a good deal noticed of late. It seems 
to be a really classical work. By producing 
such the Greeks will indicate their claim to 
a high position in the European family, until 
the time has come for action, which appar- 
ently has not come yet 

I quite agree in the conclusion at which 
they seem to have arrived that it is better to 
have the Turks in Constantinople than the 
Bulgarians, much more the Russians. If 
either of their victims once occupy it, the 
rightful possessors will be forever excluded. 

I have not wanted for literary occupations 
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— one a little work of fancy which I am 
about finishing, and of which you will hear 
more. Then I have a story to translate from 
the Portuguese, published in the Venture; an 
edition of Browning's preface to Shelley's 
forged letters, with an introduction by me, 
and the second volume of English literature 
in conjunction with Gosse, which has been 
these six weeks ready for issue but delayed 
from time to time to suit the Americans. It 
is now positively announced for the 31st. 

With kindest regards to Mrs. Sharp, who 
I hope finds Attica entirely to, her taste, 

I am, dear Sharp, 
Very sincerely yours, 
R. Garnett. 

Derwen> 
Hermitage Lane, N. W., 
Jan. 28, 1904. 
Dear Miss Fiona Macleod, 

Most delightful of all New Year's gifts 

is a really beautiful book ; and we thank you, 

— both of us, — for sending us your most 
characteristic heroic-lyric tragedy. The House 
of Usna. We were fortunate in being al- 
lowed to see it performed — how long ago 
can it have been? — at the Stage Society*s 
instance. . . . The '' Psychic Drama," as you 
conceive it, opens the door to a lost world 
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of Nature and the emotions of Nature in the 
imagination. No doubt it is a frightfully dif- 
ficult thing to attire these emotions in fair 
and credible human dress, one that seemed 
impossible even, but The House of Usna may 
serve as a test of how far those who have 
the key to these emotions can hope to fit it 
to old or new-old dramatic forms. Your 
" Foreword " is suggestive enough to be 
treated separately; but we write from a sick 
house, and in such states, it is harder to think 
of critical things than of pure imaginative 
ones. For these last, as they rise out of your 
magic "House," and haunt the ear, we owe 
you very whole and ample thanks. 

With many wishes for health and spirit 
in this year of 1904, 

We are, yours most truly, 

G. AND E. Rhys. 

With spring sunshine and warmth my hus- 
band regained a degree of strength, and it 
was his chief pleasure to take long rambles 
on the neighbouring hills alone, or with a 
young American friend, Mrs. Roselle L. 
Shields, a tireless walker. We made some 
interesting expeditions to Tyryns, Mycenae, 
Corinth, Delphi, etc., and from " Olympia in 
Elis " he wrote to a friend : 
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''How you wotild love this radiant heat, 
this vast solitude of ruins, the millions of 
flowers and dense daisied grass. This frag- 
ment of vast Olympia is the most ancient 
Greek temple extant. It lies at the base of 
the Hill of Kronos, of which the lowest pines 
are seen to the right and overlooks the whole 
valley of the Alpheios. . . . 

"And the millions of flowers. They are 
almost incredible in number and density. 
The ground is often white with thick snow 
of daisies. Wild plums, pears, cherries, etc. 
The radiant and glowing heat is a joy. I 
am sad to think that this day week beautiful 
Greece will be out of sight." 

Later he wrote to Mr. Ernest Rhys: 

Maison Merlin, Athens, 
Friday, 26th Feb., 1904. 

My dear Ernest, 

. . . Yesterday I had a lovely break from 
work, high up on the beautiful bracing dwarf- 
pine clad slopes of Pentelicos, above Kephisia, 
the ancient deme of Menander — and then 
across the country behind H)rmettos, the 
country of Demosthenes, and so back by the 
High Convent of St. John the Hunter, on 
the north spur of the Hymettian range, and 
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the site of ancient Gargettos, the place of 
Epicurus' birth and boyhood. At sundown 
I was at Heracleion, some three or four miles 
from Athens — and the city was like pale 
gold out of which peaked Lycabettos rose like 
a purple sapphire. The sky beyond, above 
Salamisy was all grass-green and mauve. A 
thunder-cloud lay on extreme Hymettos, ris- 
ing from Marathon: and three rainbows lay 
along the violet dusk of the great hill- 
range. • . • 

We intend to spend April in France, mostly 
in Southern Provence, which we love so well, 
and where we have dear French friends. 

I am apparently well and strong again, 
hard at work, hard at pleasure, hard at life, 
as before, and generally once more full of 
hope and energy. 

Love to you both, dear friends, and a sun- 
beam to little Stella. 

Ever yours. 

Will. 

On leaving Greece we loitered at Hyeres in 
the month of cherry-blossoms, and moved 
slowly northwards through Nimes to the fan- 
tastic neighbourhood of Le Puy, with its curi- 
ous hill-set town and churches perched on 
pinnacles of conical rock. 
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From Lc Puy W. S. wrote to Mrs. Janvier : 

'' i8th April, 1904. . . . What has most 
impressed my imagination in this r^on is 
what I saw to-day outside of fantastic Le 
Puy — namely at the magnificent old feudal 
rock-Chateau fortress of Polignac, erected on 
the site of the famous Temple of Apollo 
(raised here by the Romans on the still earlier 
site of a Druidic Temple to the Celtic Sun 
God). I looked down the mysterious hol- 
low of the ancient oracle of Apollo, and real- 
ised how deep a hold even in the France of 
to-day is maintained by the Ancient Pagan 
faith. • . •' 



CHAPTER XII 

THE WINGED DESTINY 

Literary Geography 

Two important events of 1904 to William 
Sharp were the publication of The Winged 
Destiny, at midsummer, by Messrs. Chapman 
& Hall; and of his Literary Geography in 
October. 

In the Dedication to Dr. John Goodchild 
of The Winged Destiny (the title of The 
Magic Kingdoms was discarded), the author 
set forth "her" intention: 

" In this book I have dealt — as I hope in 
all I write — only with things among which 
my thought has moved, searching, remember- 
ing examining, sometimes dreaming. . . . 

"It is not the night-winds in sad hearts 
only that I hear, or the sighing of vain fatali- 
ties : but, often rather, of an Emotion akin to 
that mysterious Sorrow of Eternity in love 
with tears, of which Blake speaks in Vala. 
It is at times, at least I feel it so, because 
Beauty is more beautiful there. It is the twi- 
light hour in the heart, as Joy is the heart's 
morning. 
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" Perhaps I love best the music that leads 
one into the moonlit coverts of dreams, and 
old silence, and unawakening peace. But 
Music, like the rose of the Greeks, is 'the 
thirty petalled one * and every leaf is the gate 
of an equal excellence. The fragrance of all 
is Joy, the beauty of all is Sorrow: but the 
Rose is one — Rosa Sempitema, the Rose of 
Life. As to the past, it is because of what 
is there, that I look back: not because I do 
not see what is here to-day, or may be here 
to-morrow. It is because of what is to be 
gained that I look back: of what is supremely 
worth knowing there, of knowing intimately: 
of what is supremely worth remembering, of 
remembering constantly: not only as an exile 
dreaming of the land left behind, but as one 
travelling in narrow defiles who looks back 
for familiar fires on the hills, or upward to 
the familiar stars where is surety. In truth 
is not all creative art remembrance: is not the 
spirit of ideal art the recapture of what has 
gone away from the world, that by an imperi- 
ous spiritual law is forever withdrawing to 
come again newly." 

To a friend W. S. wrote : 

'' It is a happiness to me to know that you 
feel so deeply the beauty that has been so 
htunbly and eagerly and often despairingly 
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sought, and that in some dim measure, at 
least, is held here as a shaken image in 
troubled waters. It is a long long road, the 
road of art . . . and those who serve with 
passion and longing and unceasing labour of 
inward thought and outward craft are the 
only votaries who truly know what long and 
devious roads must be taken, how many pit- 
falls have to be avoided or escaped from, 
how many desires have to be foregone, how 
many hopes have to be crucified in slow death 
or more mercifully be lost by the way, be- 
fore one can stand at last on " the yellow 
banks where the west wind blows," and see, 
beyond, the imperishable flowers, and hear 
the immortal voices. 

" A thousand perils guard the long road. 
And when the secret gardens are reached, 
there is that other deadly peril of which Fiona 
has written in * The Lynn of Dreams.* And, 
yet again, there is that mysterious destiny, 
that may never come, or may come to men 
but once, or may come and not go, of which 
I wrote to you some days ago, quoting from 
Fiona's latest writing: that destiny which 
puts dust upon dreams, and silence upon 
sweet airs, and stills songs, and makes the 
hand idle, and the spirit as foam upon the 



sea. 



For the gods are jealous, O jealous and 
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remorseless beyond all words to tell. And 
there is so little time at the best . . . and the 
little gain, the little frail crown, is so apt to 
be gained too late for the tired votary to care, 
or to do more than lie down saying, * I have 
striven, and I am glad, and now it is over, 
and I am glad ! * " 

A letter of appreciation to the author from 
an unknown Gaelic correspondent contained 
this beautiful wish: 

" May you walk by the waters of Life, 
and may you rest by Still Waters, and may 
you know the mystery of God." 

To Mrs. Helen Bartlett Bridgman, 
" Fiona " wrote in acknowledgment of a let- 
ter, and of a sympathetic, printed apprecia- 
tion of The Winged Destiny: 

My dear Friend^ 

(For if deep S3mipathy and understanding 
do not constitute friendship, what does?) It 
would be strange indeed if I did not wish to 
write to you after what Mr. Mosher has told 
me, and after perusal of what you have writ- 
ten concerning what I have tried to do with 
my pen. There are few things so helpful, 
perhaps none so pleasant to a writer in love 
with his or her work and the ideals which 
are its source, than the swift understanding 
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and sympathy of strangers. So much of my 
work is aside from the general temper and 
taste, and not only in its ideals but in its 
" atmosphere/' indeed even in its writer's 
methods and manner, that I have to be con- 
tent (as I gladly am content) to let the wind 
that blows through minds and hearts carry 
the seed whithersoever it may perchance take 
root, and this with the knowledge that the 
resting places must almost of necessity, as 
things are, be few and far between. But 
it is not number that counts, and, as I say, 
I am well content — would be content were 
my readers far fewer than they are. It 
seems enough to me that one should do one's 
best in a careful beauty and in the things 
of the spirit. It is enough to be a torch- 
bearer, whether the flame be a small and brief 
light or a beacon — it is to take over and to 
tend and to hand on the fire that matters. 
As I say in my very shortly forthcoming 
new book. The Winged Destiny, I desire to 
be of the horizon-makers; if I can be that, 
however humbly, I am glad indeed. This 
would be so with anyone, I think^ feeling 
thus. To me outside sympathy means per- 
haps more ; for I stand more isolated than 
most writers do, partly by my will, partly 
by circumstances as potent and sometimes 
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more potent It is not only that I am devoid 
of the desire of publicity, of personal repute, 
and that nothing of advantage therefrom has 
the slightest appeal to me (though, alas, both 
health and private circumstances make my 
well-being to a large extent dependent on 
what my work brings me), but that I am 
mentally so constituted that I should be 
silenced by what so many are naturally and 
often rightly eager for and that so many 
seek foolishly or unworthily. In this respect 
I am like the mavis of the woods, that sings 
f uU-heartedly in the morning shadow or even- 
ing twilight in secret places, but will be dumb 
and lost in the general air of noon and where 
many are gathered in the frequented open to 
see and hear. 

It is for these, and other imperative private 
reasons, why I am known personally to so 
very few of my f ellow- writers : and why in 
private circles the subject is not one that 
occurs. I cannot explain, though not from 
reluctance or perversity or any foolish and 
needless mystery. The few who do not know 
me, as you know me, but with added in- 
timacy, are loyal in safe-guarding my wishes 
and my privacy. That explains why I refuse 
all editorial and other requests of " inter- 
views," "photographs," "personal articles" 
and the like. In a word, I am blind to all 
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the obvious advantages that would accrue 
from my " entering the arena '* as others do. 
I have all that frequently borne in upon me. 
But still less so do I ignore what would hap- 
pen to my work, to its quality and spirit, to 
myself, if I yielded. I may be wrong, but 
I do not think I am. I am content to do my 
best, as the spirit moves me, and as my sense 
of beauty compels me; and if, with that, I 
can also make some often much-needed 
money, enough for the need as it arises ; and, 
further, can win the sympathy and deep ap- 
preciation of the few intimate and the now 
many unknown friends whom, to my great 
gladness and pride, I have gained, then, in- 
deed, I can surely contentedly let wider 
" fame " (of all idle things the idlest, when 
it is, as it commonly is, the mere lip-repute 
of the curious and the shallow) go by, and 
be indifferent to the lapse of possible but 
superfluous greater material gain. . . . 

Dr. Goodchild, after a first acknowledg- 
ment of the dedication, again wrote to F. M. : 

Author's Club^ 
July, 1904. 

Dear Friend^ 

. . . Yesterday I read your Preface to a 

friend of mine, and afterwards a lady (a 
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clever woman I believe) came into the roonL 
I had never met her before, and she had 
never read an)rthing of yours, but she picked 
up the book and asked what it was. "" Just 
read the introduction " said my friend. The 
reader had an expressive face, and I wish 
you had seen it. *' But this is something quite 
new. I never read anything like it before" 
she said as she finished: and I fancy that 
many will do likewise. 

A woman said in my hearing not long ago, 
of one of your poems, "'/ could not put out 
my heart for daws to peck at," and I said, 
'' only the Eagle could do that, and not only 
daws, but blackbirds of all kinds will come 
to peck, and when the Eagles hear the call 
of their mates, there will be such slaughter 
of carrion crows as the World has not seen 
yet" J. A. G. 

A few days later William described to a 
friend the events of 

". . . one of the loveliest days of the year, 
with the most luminous atmosphere I have 
seen in England — the aftemon and evening 
divinely serene and beautiful. 

" I had a pleasant visit to Bath, and partic- 
ularly enjoyed the long day spent yesterday 
at Glastonbury and neighbourhood, and the 
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glowing warmth and wonderful radiance. 

" As usual one or two strange things hap- 
pened in connection with Dr. G. We went 
across the ancient ' Salmon ' of St. Bride, 
which stretches below the hill known as 
'Weary-All' (a corruption of Uriel, the 
Angel of the Sun), and about a mile or less 
westward came upon the narrow water of 
the ancient * Burgh/ Near here is a very old 
Thorn held in great respect. . . . 

"He put me (unknowing) to a singular 
test. He had hoped with especial and deep 
hope that in some significant way I would 
write or utter the word 'Joy' on this ist 
day of August (the first three weeks of vital 
import to many, and apparently for myself 
too) — and also to see if a certain spiritual 
influence would reach me. Well, later in the 
day (for he could not prompt or suggest, 
and had to await occurrence) we went into 
the lovely grounds of the ancient ruined Ab- 
bey, one of the loveliest things in England I 
think. I became restless and left him, and 
went and lay down behind an angle of the 
East end, under the tree. I smoked, and then 
rested idly, and then b^;an thinking of some 
correspondence I had forgotten. Suddenly 
I turned on my right side, stared at the 
broken stone of the angle, and felt vaguely 
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moved in some way. Abruptly and unpre- 
meditatedly I wrote down three enigmatic and 
disconnected lines. I was looking curiously 
at the third when I saw Dr. G. approach. 

" ' Can you make anything out of that/ I 
said — * IVe just written it, I don't know 
why.* This is the triad: 

'From the Silence of Time, Time's Silence borrow. 
In the heart of To-4ay is the word of To-morrow. 
The BuUders of Joy are the Children of Sorrow' " 

To Mr. Stedman W. S. announced our 
plans for the coming winter: 

Aug. 29, 1904. 
Dear Poet, 

This is not an advance birthday letter, as 
you may think! It is to convey tidings of 
much import to my wife and myself, and I 
hope of pleasure to you and other friends 
over-sea — namely that this late autumn we 
are going to pay a brief visit to New York. 

It is our intention to spend January, Feb- 
ruary, and March in Rome — which for me is 
the City of Cities. But we are going to it via 
New York. In a word, we intend to leave 
England somewhere between 23rd and 26th 
October, according as steamers and our needs 
fit it. Then after six weeks or so in New 
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York, we intend to sail direct to the Mediter- 
ranean by one of the Hamburg-American or 
North-German Lloyd Special Mediterranean 
line, sailing to Genoa and Naples. . . . 

I have been very busy of late, and for one 
thing have been occupied with collecting and 
revising the literary studies of some years 
past — and much else of which I'll tell you 
when we meet. My Literary Geography, 
which has been running serially in the PM 
Mall Magazine for the last 14 to 15 months 
will be out in book-form in October. My 
wife's recently published little book on Rem- 
brandt has had a good reception, I am very 
glad to say. 

With all affectionate greetings to you both, 
ever, Dear Stedman, 

Affectionately your friend, 

William Sharp. 

Before we started for New York Literary 
Geography (by W. S.) was published. Ac- 
cording to the critic in The World : 

" It was a characteristically original idea 
of the author to combine descriptions of cer- 
tain localities with criticisms and apprecia- 
tions of those famous writers who had identi- 
fied themselves therewith. It gives one a 
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fresher and keener insight, for instance, into 
Mr. George Meredith's poems to know how 
much they reveal of the lovely country in 
which he lives, and how many of his exquisite 
similes are drawn from observation of the 
birds and beasts and plants which he sees 
daily around his home under the shadow of 
Box Hill. *The Country of Stevenson,' 

* Dickens-Land,' * Scott-Land,* *The Country 
of George Eliot,' 'Thackeray-Land,' *The 
Bronte Country,' ' The Carlyle Country,' and 

* Aylwin-Land ' are all both delightful and 
instructive, full of poetic description, sound 
criticism, and brilliant flashes of wit ; and not 
less so are the chapters on the ' literary geog- 
raphy' of the Thames from Oxford to the 
Nore, the English Lakes, with all their as- 
sociations with Wordsworth and his brother 
poets, and the Lake of Geneva, which might 
have been called Voltaire-Land were it not 
that so many other famous personalities and 
authors are identified with Geneva and its 
surroundings that the solitary distinction 
might seem invidious." 

The book was dedicated to the author's 
friend of early days, Mr. George Halkett 
(then Editor of The Pall Mall Gazette) with 
the reminder that 

274 



The Winged Destiny 

" More years ago now than either of us 
cares to recall, we were both, in the same dis- 
mal autumn for us, sent wandering from our 
native lands in Scotland to the end of the 
earth. I remember that each commiserated 
the other because of that doctor's doom in 
which we both, being young and foolish, be- 
lieved. Since then we have sailed many seas 
and traversed many lands, and I, at least, 
have the wayfaring fever too strong upon 
me ever to be cured now.*' 

The critic in the Daily Chronicle explained 
that the "book is all an affair of tempera- 
ment, and the only thing which really mat- 
ters is that Mr. Sharp has made excellent 
stuff out of his impressions. . . . For in- 
stance, the first time he saw Robert Louis 
Stevenson was not as it should have been, in 
the land of Alan Breck; it was at Waterloo 
Station. Is the literary geographer abashed 
by this conjunction of two sympathetic Scots 
in a dismal London shed ? Not a bit of it : 

" ' He was tall, thin, spare — indeed, he struck me 
as almost fantastically spare. I remember thinking 
that the station draught caught him like a torn leaf 
blowing at the end of a branch.' 

" Mind you, at that moment Mr. Sharp did 
not know who the stranger was, but knew 
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by instinct that the station draught ought 
to make poetical use of him. More than that, 
Mr. Sharp saw that Stevenson had the air of 
a man just picked out of a watery grave. 
Anybody could see this: 

"'That it was not merely an expression of my 
own was proved by the exclamation of a cabman, 
who was standing beside me expectant of a " fare '' 
who had gone to look after his luggage: "Looks 
like a sooercide, don't he, sir? One o' them chaps 
as takes their down-on-their-luck 'eaders into the 
Thames I " ' 

" When Stevenson could inflame a cabman 
with this picturesque fantasy, no wonder he 
turned Waterloo Station into the home of 
romance. But this was not all. The * sooer- 
cide' had still more magic about him. Ste- 
venson was waiting for a friend to arrive by 
train, and when the friend appeared, the 
drowned revenant became another being. 



(( ( 



The dark locks apparently receded, like weedy 
tangle in the ebb ; the long sallow oval grew rounder 
and less wan; the sombre melancholy vanished like 
cloud-scud on a day of wind and sun, and the dark 
eyes lightened to a violet-blue and were filled with 
sunshine and laughter.' 

" This extraordinary man was carrying a 
book and dropped it. Then happened some- 
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thing which expanded Waterloo Station into 
the infinite: 



"'I lifted and restored it, noticing as I did that 
it was the Tragic Comedians. . . . ' " 



In 1902 W. S. had been greatly gratified 
by a request from the musical composer, Mr. 
MacDowdl, couched, in generous terms of ap- 
preciation : 

G)LUMBiA University, 
New York, May 25th. 

Miss Fiona Macleod, 
My dear Madam, 

Your work has so grown into my life that 
I venture to ask you to permit my placing 
your name on some music of mine. Your 
poems have been an inspiration, to me and 
I trust you will accept a dedication of music 
that is yours already by right of suggestion. 
By this I do not mean that my music in any 
way echoes your words, but that your words 
have been a most powerful incentive to me 
in my music and I crave your sympathy for it. 

Sincerely yours, 

Edward MacDowell. 

At the end of 1904, F. M. wrote to Mr. 
Lawrence Oilman, the American Musical 
Critic : 
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22 Okmidaix Tsikaci, 
MunAYFiBLo, 31st Dec 

Dear Mr. Gilman^ 

Some time ago a friend played to me one 
or two lovely airs by Mr. Loeffler, and I was 
so much impressed by their unique quality 
and their atmosphere of subtle beauty that 
I wrote to find out what I could about this 
composer, and also about another, Mr. Mac- 
Dowell, whose beautiful Keltic Sonata I have 
heard. And now I have been sent a copy 
of your winsome and deeply interesting and 
informing little book, Phases of Modem 
Music. There I not only find much of deep 
interest to me about Mr. Loeffler and Mr. 
MacDowell, but find your whole book at once 
informing and fascinating. In addition I had 
the great pleasure of coming unexpectedly 
upon allusions to myself and my writings: 
and I would like you to know how truly I 
appreciate these, and how glad I am that a 
critic touched to such fine issues in the great 
art of Music, and with so keen a sense for 
the new ideals of beauty, the new conceptions 
of style and distinction, should care for what 
I am trying to do in my own art. 

I hope you are writing another book. 
Whether on musical subjects only, or on liter- 
ary and musical subjects in conjunction 
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(which of course would appeal to a wider 
section of the reading public), any such book 
would I am sure, be welcomed by all who 
know Phases of Modem Music. 

I wish I knew more of the music of these 
two composers. There is a spirit abroad just 
now, full of a new poignancy of emotion, 
uplifted on a secret wave of passion and ec- 
stasy, and these men seem to me of that small 
but radiant company who have slept and 
dreamed in the other world and drank moon- 
dew. 

Let me thank you again for all the pleas- 
ure you have given me, and 

Believe me 

Most truly yours, 

Fiona Macleod. 

Mr. Lawrence Gilman replied: 

New Yomc, 
Jan. 14, 1905. 

My dear Miss Macleod, 

It would not be easy for me to tell you, 
without seeming extravagance, of the keen 
pleasure I have had in your cordial letter 
concerning my book. Phases of Modern 
Music, The deep impression which your own 
work has made upon me must already have 
become evident to you through even the most 
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cursory reading of my book — an impression 
the extent and definiteness of which I myself 
had scarcely realised. You will know, then, 
how great a satisfaction it is for me to hear 
that you have been interested in my thoughts 
on musical subjects, and that they have 
seemed to you worthy of the friendly praise 
which you have spoken in your letter. 

So you know and like the music of Loeffler 
and MacDowell! That is good to hear; for 
few, even in this country, where they have 
been active in their art for so long, are sen- 
sible of the beauty and power of their work. 
Do you know Loeffler's latest production — 
" Quatre Poemes," settings of verses by Ver- 
laine and Baudelaire? They are written for 
voice, piano^ and viola: a singular and admi- 
rable combination. Mr. MacDowell will be 
glad to hear of your pleasure in his " Keltic 
Sonata,'' for he is one of your most sensitive 
admirers: it was he, indeed, who first made 
me acquainted with your work. Have you 
heard his earliest sonatas — the ** Norse," 
"Eroica," and "Tragica"? They are not 
very far behind the *' Keltic " in distinction 
and force, though lacking the import and 
exaltation of the latter. 

You would be surprised, I think, to know 
how the Celtic impulse is seizing the imagin- 
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ations of some of the younger and more 
warmly-tempered of American composers. 
I am enclosing a programme of a concert 
given recently in Boston, consisting entirely 
of music written on Celtic themes. 
Thank you again. 

Very faithfully yours, 

•Lawrence Gilman. 

When in New York William Sharp had 
written to Mr. Alden "on behalf of Miss 
Macleod" concerning her later nature-essay 
work, and explained that " Some months ago, 
by special request from the Editor of Country 
Life, Miss M. began contributing one or two 
of these papers. From the first they attracted 
notice, and then the Editor asked her if she 
would contribute a series to appear as fre- 
quently as practicable — averaging two a 
month — till next May when they would be 
issued in book-form. As Miss M. enjoys 
writing them, she agreed." 

In the same letter he spoke of a subject 
on which he had long meditated. He pro- 
posed it for Harper^ s Magazine: — "I have 
long been thinking over the material of an 
article on the Fundamental Science of 
Criticism, to be headed, say ' A New Degree : 
D. Crit' " This project among many others 

281 



WUliam Sharp 

was never worked out. But the "nature- 
papers " were a great pleasure to him, and in 
1904 and 1905 he wrote on many subjects 
for Country Life, over the si^^nature of F, 
M., also several poems that were afterwards 
included in the second edition of From the 
Hills of Dream. 

As month by month the number of nature 
essays grew, he planned to issue them in two, 
and later in three volumes. To the second 
volume he thought to give the title Blue Days 
and Green Days (from a line of R. L. Steven- 
son's) , and to call the third, which was to 
deal with the stars and the skies at night, 
" Beyond the Blue Septentrion." Not all the 
projected essays for each book, however, were 
written; but those which appeared serially 
were published posthumously in 1906, by 
Country Life under the title of Where the 
Forest Murmurs. Concerning the titular es- 
say, Mr. Alfred Noyes wrote : " It is one of 
those pieces of nature-study which, in Mat- 
thew Arnold's phrase, have that rarest of all 
modern qualities — 'Healing Power/" 

And according to The Contemporary Re- 
view: 

*' Fiona Macleod's prose ba£3es description 
It is perhaps hardly prose at all. It is 
melody in words suggesting scenes as much 
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by sound as by the passage of ideas. The 
ideas conveyed by the actual words are sup- 
plemented by the rhythm or melody conveyed 
by the sequence of words. But it is, when 
all analysis is ended, something quite alone: 
pure music of a strange and curious quality 
that is neither prose nor poetry, but thrilling 
with the pain and passion of a Gaelic chant. 
It conveys to the mind and heart the scenes 
and sounds of nature with almost magical 
accuracy." 

The immediate object of our short visit 
to New York and Boston was that I should 
know in person some of the many friends my 
husband valued there, and I was specially 
interested to make the acquaintance of Mr. 
and Mrs. Stedman, who gave me a warm 
welcome, of Mr. and Mrs. Alden, Mr. and 
Mrs. R. Watson Gilder, Mr. John Lafarge, 
Mrs. Julia Ward Howe, and Miss Caroline 
Hazard whom we visited at Wellesley Col- 
lege. But winter set in with December. The 
cold proved so severe that we sailed for and 
reached Naples in time to spend Xmas Day 
with friends at Bordighera whence W. S. 
wrote to Mr. Murray Gilchrist : " We are back 
from America (thank God) and are in Italy 
(thank Him more). . . . For myself I am 
crawling out of the suck of a wave whose 
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sweep will I hope be a big one of some 
months and carry me far/' 

In Rome we took rooms at the top of 
Fischer's Park Hotel, whence from the bal- 
conies we had a supert) view over Rome. 
There we saw a few friends — in particular 
Mr. Hichens who was also wintering there; 
but my husband did not feel strong enough 
for any social effort. As he wrote to Mr. 
Mosher: 

nth Feb., 1905. 
"Dubious and ever varying health, with 

much going to and fro in quest of what is 
perhaps not to be found (for mere change of 
climate will not give health unless other con- 
ditions combine to bring about the miracle) 
have, among other causes, prevented my writ- 
ing to you as I had intended, or, indeed, from 
doing much writing of any kind. I have writ- 
ten a few articles for Country Life — and 
little else, published or unpublished. The 
days go by and I say * at night '— and every 
night I am too tired or listless, and say * to- 
morrow': and so both the nights and the 
morrows go to become thistles in the Valley 
of Oblivion. But with the advancing Spring 
I am regathering somewhat of lost energy, 
and if only I were back in Scotland I believe 
I should be hard at work ! Well, I shall be 
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there soon, though I may be away again, in 
the remote isles or in Scandinavia for the late 
spring and summer. . . . 

" F. M. '* 
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CHAPTER Xm 
190S 

There is a greai sereiniy m Hu ikomgki of demtk, 
when ii is knawm to be the Gaie of Life. 



April my hnsband ^Kiit in the West of 
Scotland, for which he pined; and on his 
way North bnrice his journey in Edinboigh 
whence he wrote to Mr. W. J. Robertson, the 
translator into English verse of A Century of 
the French poets of the XIX Century: 

April, I9P5. 

Dear Ms. Robertson, 

After our most jdeasant evenin|^ a deux 
I had a comfortable journey north: and last 
night luxuriated in getting to bed early (a 
rare thing for me) with the sure and certain 
knowledge there would be no glorious resur- 
rection therefrom at any untimely hour. So 
after sleeping the sleep of the true Gad — 
who is said to put 85 to the poor Sassenach 
40 winks — I woke in peace. I was there- 
after having a c^;arette over the Scotsman 
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when my youngest (and secretary) sister 
brought me my letters, papers, etc., and with 
them a long narrow box which I soon dis- 
covered to be your generous gift of loo of 
these delectable Indian cigars. It is very 
good of you indeed, and I am grateful, and 
may the ancient Gaelic God Dia-Cheo, God 
of Smoke, grant you remission of all your 
philological sins and derivative " howlers " — 
and the more so as there is no authority for 
any such god, and the name would signify 
hill-mist instead of pipe-smoke! And may 
I have a hundred " reves de Notre Dame de 
Nicotine!" I couldn't resist trying one. 
Wholly excellent. And in the meditative 
fumes I arrived through intuition at the f oU 
lowing derivation which I hope will find a 
place in your book: 
Roab ancient Celtic for a Good Fellow 
H'Errt " " " Smoker-Maker or 

Smoke-Bestower 
's contraction for Agus " and," 
Onn ancient Celtic for " May Heaven Bless " 

W. J. ancient Celtic Tribal tattoo 

which, assisted in dreams by the spirits of 
Windisch, D'Arbois de Jubainville, Loth, 
Whitely Stokes and Kuno Meyer, I take to 
be W. /. Roab'H'Errt-S'Onn — l e.. Bill- 
Jack, or in mod. English " William John " of 
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the Can of Heaven-BIessed Friendly 
Smokers — i. e., WiUiam John of the Roab- 
errtssoiiy or Roberston Clan. This of coarse 
disposes of Donnachie once and for all. 

Ever sincerely yours 

William Sharp. 

From Edinburgh he and his secretary- 
sister Mary went to Li^nore, so that he 
might " feel the dear West once more." 
From Oban he reported to Mr. W. J. Rob- 
ertson on a post card addressed to '' Ri Wil* 
learn Iain MacRiobeart mhic Donnach 
aidh " 

"^ Awful accident in a lonely Isle of the 
West. 

''A distinguished stranger was observing 
the vasty deep, and had laid a flask-^fiUed cup 
on a rock beside him when a tamned gull upset 
it and at same time carried off a valuable 
Indian cheroot. Deep sympathy is every- 
where expressed, for the distinguished 
stranger, the lost cheroot, and above all for 
the spilt cup and abruptly emptied flash. A 
gloom has been cast over the whole island. 

" Verb: Sapr 

From Lismore he wrote to me:' 

"Aprii 19. It was sweet to fall asle^ 
last n^t to the sound of the hill-wind and 
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the swift troubled waters. We had a lovely 
walk in the late af temoon^ and again in the 
sombre moonlit night. It came on too stormy 
for me to go round to the Cavern later, how- 
ever. I'll try again. I was there about first 
dusk, with Mary. To my chagrin there was 
neither sound nor sight of the sea*woman, but 
she must be there, for MacC. has twice heard 
her sobbing and crying out at him when he 
passed close in the black darkness. There 
was only a lapwing wailing near by, but both 
Mary and I heard a singular furtive sound 
like something in a trailing silk dress whis- 
pering to itself as it slid past in the dusk — 
but this, I think, was a curious echo of what's 
called ' a sobbing wave ' in some narrow 
columnar hidden hollow opening from the 
sea. Mary got the creeps, and loathed a 
story I told her about a midiamnara that sang 
lovely songs but only so as to drown the 
listener and suck the white warm marrow out 
of his spine. 

"Later I joined MacC. for a bit over the 
flickering fire-flaucht. I got him to tell me 
all over again and more fully about the 
Maighdeann Mhara. The first time he heard 
* something ' was before his fright last No- 
vember. * There was c&ol then,' he said. . . . 

"I asked in Gaelic, 'Were songs sung?' 
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He said, *Ycs, at times/ Mrs. MacC. was 
angry at him, he said, and said he hadn't the 
common-sense of a jenny-cluckett (a cluck- 
ing hen) — but (and there's a world of dif- 
ference in that) she hadn't heard what he had 
heard. So to cheer him up I told him a story 
about a crab that fed on the brains of a 
drowned man, and grew with such awful and 
horrible wisdom that it climbed up the stair- 
way of the seaweed and on to a big rock and 
waved its claws at the moon and cursed God 
and the world, and then died raving mad. 
Seeing how it worked upon him, I said I 
would tell him another, and worse, about a 
lobster — but he was just as bad as Mary, 
and said he would wait for the lobster till 
the morning, and seemed so absurdly eager 
to get safely to bed that the pleasant chat 
had to be abruptly broken off. ... 

" P. S. The oold is very great, and it is 
a damp cold, you couldn't stand it. When I 
got up my breath swarmed about the room 
like a clutch of phantom peewits. No won- 
der I had a dream I was a seal with my feet 
clemmed on to an iceberg. A duck went past 
a little ago seemingly with one feather and 
that blown athwart its beak, so strong was 
the north-wind blowing from that snowy 
mass that Ben Nevis wears like a delicate 
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veil. Cruachan has covered herself with a 
pall of snow mist. 

"April 20. . . . Fiona Macleod has just 
been made an honorary member of a French 
League of writers devoted to the rarer and 
subtler use of Prose and Verse, a charming 
letter from Paul Fort acting for his col- 
leagues Maeterlinck, Henri de Roquier, Jean 
Moreas, Emile Verhacren, Comte Antoine de 
la Rochefoucault, Duchesse de la Roche- 
Guyon, Richeguin, Sully Prudhomme, Henri 
Le Sidaner, Jules Claretie, etc., etc. 

"We're glad, aren't we, you and I? 
She's our daughter, isn't she? 

"23rd April. . . . You will have got my 
note of yesterday telling you that I have reluc- 
tantly had to relinquish lona. The primary 
reason is its isolation at present. . . . 

"But from something I heard from old 
Mr. C. I fancy it's as well for me not to visit 
there just now, where I'd be the only stranger, 
and every one would know of it — and where 
a look out for F. M. or W. S. is kept ! And, 
too, anything heard there and afterwards 
utilised would be as easily traced to me. . . . 
After Tiree and lona and Coll, and Arran 
in the South, I don't care just now for any- 
where else — nearer: as for Eigg, which I 
loved so much of old, Rum or Canna and the 
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new Tauchnitz vol. (The Sunset of Old 
Tales) and expect to complete it (for May) 
to-night 

" 24th April. . . . Yes, I was sony to leave 
Lismore. It may be my last time in the Gaelic 
West. ( I don't say this * down-Iy ' — but be- 
cause I think it likely. There is much I want 
to do, and now as much by W. S. as by F. 
M. and that I realise must be done abroad 
where alone can I keep well and mentally 
even more than physically {How I hope 
Fontainebleau may some day suit us.) Dear 
MacC. was sorry to part to. He shook hands 
(with both his) and when I said in Gaelic 
' Good-bye, and Fare-well upon that, my 
friend,' he said, 'No — no ' — and then sud- 
denly said, ' My blessing on you — and good- 
bye now ! * and turned away and went down 
the pier-side and hoisted the brown sail and 
went away across the water, waving a last 
farewell." 

The cold proved so disastrous that my hus- 
band was ordered to Neuenahr for special 
treatment. Thence he wrote to the Hon. A. 
Nelson Hood: 

June, 1905. 
My dear Julian, 

Just a brief line, for I am still very re- 
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Outer Isles, they are too inaccessible just now 
and Skye is to remote and too wet and cold. 
However, it is isolation plus * atmosphere ' 
I want most of all — and I doubt if there is 
any place just now I could get so much good 
from as Lismore. I love that quiet isolated 
house on the rocks facing the Firth of Lome, 
all Appin to Ben Naomhir, and the great 
mountains of Morven. 

" It was on the sandy bindweed-held slope 
of the little bay near the house, facing 
Eilean-nan-Coarach, that F. wrote the pre- 
lude to The Winged Destiny — and also the 
first piece, the ' Treud-nan-Ron,' which de- 
scribes that region, with Mr. MacC.'s seal 
legend, and the dear little island in the Sound 
of Morven (do you remember our row to it 
one day?) There one could be quiet and 
given over to dreams and to the endless fas- 
cination of outer nature. ... And I have got 
much of what I want — the in-touch above 
all, the atmosphere : enough to strike the key- 
note throughout the coming year and more, 
for I absorb through the very pores of both 
mind and body like a veritable sponge. Wild- 
life and plant-life too extremely interesting 
here. There does seem some mystery about 
that cave, tho' I cannot fathom it. 

*' IVe all but finished the preparation of the 
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stricted in permission as to writing, as so 
much depends on the rest-cure which is no 
small factor in my redemption here. . . . 

It has been "a narrow squeak." Briefly, 
after a hard tussle at the brink of ''Cape 
Fatal " and a stumble across " Swamp Peril- 
ous " I got into the merely " dangerous con- 
dition" stage — and now at last that's left 
behind, and 111 soon be as well in body as 
I'm happy and serene in mind. 

It is at best, however, a reprieve, not a life- 
time-discharge. N'importe. Much can be 
done with a reprieve, and who is to know 
how long the furlough may be extended to. 
At any rate, I am wcJl content. 

To me he wrote — for I was unable to ac- 
company him: 

Neuenahr, 
i6th June, 1905. 
". . . . Here, at the Villa Usner, it is deli- 
ciously quiet and reposeful. I had not real- 
ised to the full how much nervous harm I've 
had for long. To live near trees is alone a 
joy and a restorative. The heat is very great 
but to me most welcome and strengthening. 
... In my room or in the garden I hear no 
noise, no sounds save the susurrus of leaves 
and the sweet monotony of the rushing Ahr, 
and the cries and broken songs of birds. . . . 
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" I could see that Dr. G. can't understand 
why I am not more depressed or, rather, 
more anxious. I explained to him that these 
physical troubles meant little to me, and that 
they were largely the bodily effect of other 
things, and might be healed far more by 
spiritual well-being than by anything else: 
also that nature and fresh air and serenity 
and light and warmth and nervous rest were 
worth far more to me than all else. * But 
don't you know how serious your condition 
may become at any moment, if you got a 
bad chill or setback, or don't soon get bet- 
ter?* 'Certainly,' I said; 'but what then? 
Why would I bother about either living or 
dying? I shall not die before the hour of 
my unloosening comes.' 

" I want to be helped all I may be — but all 
the waters in the world can only affect the 
external life, and even that only secondarily 
very often. . . ." 

Monday evening. 
". . . How I enjoyed my breakfast this 
morning! (in the lovely garden, in a vine- 
shadowed arbour or pergola, with great tall 
poplars and other trees billowing against the 
deep blue). Then a cigarette, a stroll in the 
lovely sunlit-dappled green shadowiness of 
an adjoining up-sloping avenue — and a seat 

295 



William Sharp 

for a litde on a deserted south-wall bench 
(because of the blazing heat) for a sun-bath, 
while I watched a nightingale helping its 
young to fly among the creaming elders and 
masses of wild-rose, while her mate swung 
on a beech-branch and called long sweet ex- 
quisite cries of a thrilling poignancy (which, 
however, might only be *Now then, Jenny, 
look out, or Tommy will fall into that mass 
of syringa: — hillo! there's Bobby and Polly 
gone and got scratched pecking at these con- 
founded white wild-rose!') 

**Then I got up to come in and write to 
you (gladly in one way, reluctandy in another, 
for I seem to drink in life in the strong sun- 
light and heat), but first stopped to speak to 
a gorgeous solitary dandelion. I strtdced it 
gently, and said ' HuUo, wee brother, isn't the 
world beautiful? Hold up your wee head 
and rejoice!' And it turned up its wee 
golden nose and said 'Keep your hair on, 
you old Skidamalink, I'm rejoicing as hard 
as ever I can. I'm atways rejoicing. What 
dse woidd I do? You are a rum old on- 
shiny animal on two silly I^sl' So we 
laui^ied, and parted — but he called me bade, 
and said gendy in a wee soft gcddy-yellow 
voice, * Don't diink me rude, Brodicr of Joy. 
It*s only my way. I love you because yoa 
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love me and don't despise me. Shake 
pinkies ! ' — so I gave him a pinkie and he 
gave me a wee golden-yellow pinkie-petal. . . . 

"Tell Marjorie^ the wee Dandelion was 
asking about her and sends her his love — also 
a milky daisy that says Hooray! every morn- 
ing when it wakes, and then is so pleased and 
astonished that it remains silently smiling till 
next morning. 

''This flower and bird talk doesn't bother 
you, does it? Don't think I don't realise how 
ill I have been and in a small way still am: 
but I don't think about it, and am quite glad 
and happy in this lovely June-glory. . . ." 

He brdce his return journey at Doom with 
our friends M. and Mme. Grandmont and 
wrote to me: 

July, igps. 
\ . . How you'd love to be here ! 

Nothing visible but green depths fading 
into green depths, and fringing the sky-lines 
the endless surf of boughs and branches. 
From the forest-glades the cooing of doves 
and the travelling-voice of a flowing cool 
sweet wind of this delicious morning. I 
always gain immensely in mind and body from 

^ The littie daughter of our friends, Mr. and Mrs. 
Arthur Tomson. 
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nearness to woodlands and green growth — 
hence in no small part my feeling for 
Fontainebleau. I'd such a lot tell you about 
it — and of what we should strive to obtain 
for ourselves in restful, fine, dignified life, 
and much else, apropos and apart — as you 
lay happy and contented on the long luxuri- 
ous lounge beside my chair on the deep bal- 
cony, half listening to me and half to the 
soft continuous susurrus of the pine-fragrant 
breeze — that more than an hour elapsed 
while I drank my tea and read your 
letter. . . . 

** It is no exaggeration to say that, so 
greatly do I value and treasure afterwards 
certain aspects of beauty, I would quite will- 
ingly go through all the suffering again for 
the sake of the lovely impressions here last 
night and this morning. The beauty and 
charm of this house and its forest-environ- 
ment, the young moon and the night- jar at 
dusk (and then to soothe and sleepify me 
still more, the soft, sweet, old-fashioned mel- 
odies of Haydn from 9 to 9.30) — one or two 
lovely peacocks trailing about in front — the 
swallows at comer of my great verandah — 
a thousandfold peace and beauty, and the 
goodness of these dear friends, have not only 
been, and are, a living continuous joy, but 
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have been like the Heralds of Spring to the 
return of gladness and energy into my mind. 
To-day I realise that too, for one thing, 
* Fiona ' has come back from afar off. It 
is peace and greenness she loves — not the 
physical- and psychical perturbation and de- 
moralisation of towns. 

" Yes, we'll make * green homes ' for our- 
selves now. No more long needless months 
in London. . . ." 

Despite his serenity of mind, London as 
usual wrought him harm, and as he ex- 
plained to Dr. Goodchild: 

30th July. 
"... August is always a * dark ' month 
for me — and not as a rule, I fancy a good 
one : at any rate an obscure and perhaps peril- 
ous one. But this time I fancy it is on 
other lines. I believe strong motives and in- 
fluences are to be at work in it perhaps fur- 
tively only: but none the less potently and 
far reachingly. Between now and Septem- 
ber-end (perhaps longer) many of the Dark 
Powers are going to make a great effort. We 
must all be on guard — for there will be in- 
dividual as well as racial and general attack. 
But a Great Unloosening is at hand. 

" Yours ever, 

"W. S." 
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We therefore went to Scotland to say 
good-bye to his mother and sisters, and to 
see one or two friends, among others. Miss 
Mary Wilson, the pastellist, at Bantaskine, 
her home on the site of the battle of Falkirk ; 
Mn D. Y. Cameron, with whom my husband 
planned an unfulfilled wander among the 
Western Isles; and Mr. David Erskine of 
Linlathen. 

While in the North he wrote to Mr. John 
Masefidd : 

Kessock Cottage, 
Nairn. 
Dear Mr. Masefield^ 

A brief word to tell you what pleasure I 
have had in your little book, A Mainsail Haul. 
It is not only that it is written with delicate 
art: but it is rich in atmosphere — a much 
rarer thing. The simplicity, the charm, the 
subtle implication of floating, evasive yet 
fluctuating romance, your own keen sense of 
the use of words and their veiled life and lat- 
ent as well as obvious colour, combine to a 
winning and often compelling effect. I do 
not think anyone who has read Don Alfonso's 
drinking bout with the little red man and the 
strange homegoing of the weed and flower- 
grown brigantine with the Bible name, will 
forget it: and what dream charm also there 
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is in " Port of Many Ships," " Sea Supersti- 
tion," " The Spanish Sailor's Yam." In such 
a splendid and delightful colour fabric as 
" From the Spanish " " high words and rare *' 
are of course apt — but is it not a mistake 
to introduce in " Sea Superstition " words 
such as "august" and "wrought" in a 
sailor's mouth? (In the text the effect 
seems to be enhanced, not lessened, by the 
omission of these words — " were like things 
in bronze," "the roof of which was of dim 
branches.") 

In "From the Spanish" I would, as a 
matter of personal taste, prefer that the end 
came at the close of the penultimate paragraph, 
the shore-drift of the Italian lute. I think the 
strange dream-like effect would be much en- 
hanced without (what seems to me) the 
superfluous "realistic" tag. Otherwise the 
piece is a gem of its kind. 

But you will forgive the critic (and it 
shows he has read closely) in the admirer, 
I hope? 

Let us have more work of the kind. 
There is much need of it, and you are of the 
few who can give it. 

Yours sincerely, 

WiLUAM Sharp. 

Mr. Masefield — who had written con- 
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cerning Fiona Macleod to a friend: " I think 
the genius of a dead people has found 
reincarnation in her. Wherever the Celt 
is, thence come visions and tears" — re- 
plied: 

CktEENWICH, 

Aug. 19, I9Q5. 
Dear Mr. Sharp, 

I was deeply touched by your kind letter 
about my little book [A Mainsail Haul]. If 
it should go to a second edition I will make 
use of your suggestion. I prepared the book 
rather hurriedly, and there is much in it that 
I very much dislike, now that it cannot be 
altered. 

The mood in which I wrote the tales you 
like, has gone from me, and I am afraid I 
shall be unable to write others of the same 
kind. In youth the mind is an empty cham- 
ber; and the spirits fill it, and move and 
dance there, and colour it with their wings 
and raiment. In manhood one has familiars. 
But between those times (forgive me for 
echoing Keats) one has little save a tag or 
two of cjmicism, a little crude experience, 
much weariness, much regret, and a vision 
blurred by all four faults. One is weakened, 
too, by one's hatreds. 
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I thank you again for your very kind and 
cordial letter. Yours very sincerely, 

John Masefield. 

To an unknown correspondent F. M. wrote : 

Sept. 15, 1905. 

"... I have been away, in the isles, and 
for a time beyond the reach of letters. I 
wish there were Isles where one could also 
go at times, where no winged memories could 
follow. In a Gaelic folk-tale, told me by an 
old woman once, the woman of the story had 
only to bum a rose to ashes and to hold them 
in the palms of her hands and then to say 
seven times, A Eileanain na Sith, * O Isles of 
Peace ' ! and at once she found herself in quiet 
isles beyond the foam where no memories 
could follow her and where old thoughts, if 
they came, were like phantoms on the wind, 
in a moment come, in a moment gone. I 
have failed to find these Isles, and so have 
you : but there are three which lie nearer, and 
may be reached. Dream, Forgetfulness, and 
Hope. 

"And there, it may be, we can meet, you 
and I. . . . 

" Yes, your insight is true. There is a per- 
sonal sincerity, the direct autobiographical ut- 
terance, in even, as you say, the most remote 
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and phantastic of my Iqiends as in the plain- 
est of my words. But because they cover so 
much illusion as well as passion, so much 
love gone on the wind as well as love that 
not even the winds of life and death can 
break or uproot, so much more of deep sor- 
row (apart from the racial sorrow which 
breathes through all) than of joy save in the 
deeper spiritual sense, they were thus rai- 
mented in all^ory and legend and all the 
illusion of the past, the remote, the obscure, 
or the still simpler if more audacious direct- 
ness of the actual, the present, and the ex- 
plicit. There is, perhaps, a greater safety, 
a greater illusion, in absolute simplicity than 
in the most subtly wrought of art. . . . 

"But you will understand me when I say 
that you must not count on our meeting — 
at any rate not this year. I too stand under 
obscure wings. 

"Your friend, 

"F. M." 

To the Duchess of Sutherland: 

". . . I have the memory that recalls every- 
thing in proportion and sequence. I have 
often written that art is memory, is in great 
part memory, though not necessarily a re- 
calling of mere personal experience: and the 
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more deeply I live the more I see that this 
is so. . . • 

"When you write, I mean imaginatively, 
you must write more and more with concen- 
trated vision. Some time ago I re-read your 
Four Winds of the World; much of it is 
finely done, and in some of it your self lives, 
your own accent speaks. But you have it in 
you to do work far more ambitious. The 
last is not a word I like, or affect; but here 
it is convenient and will translate to your 
mind what is in my mind. These stories are 
yours but they are not you: and though in a 
sense art is a wind above the small eddies of 
personality, there is a deeper sense in which 
it is nothing else than the signature of per- 
sonality. Style (that is, the outer emotion 
that compels and the hidden life of the imag- 
ination that impels and the brooding thought 
that shapes and colours) should, spiritually, 
reflect a soul's lineaments as faithfully as the 
lens of the photographer reflects the physiog- 
nomy of a man or woman. It is because I 
feel in you a deep instinct for beauty, a deep 
longing for beautiful expression and because 
I believe you have it in you to achieve highly 
in worth and beauty, that I write to you 
thus. . . . There is that Lady of Silence, the 
Madonna of Enigma, who lives in the heart 
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of many women. Could you not shape some- 
thing under Her eyes — shape it and colour it 
with your own inward life, and give it all 
the nobler help of austere discipline and con- 
trol which is called art? I have not much 
to tell you of myself just now. At the mo- 
ment I do not write to you from the beloved 
west where I spend much of each year and 
where my thoughts and dreams continually 
are. To-night I am tired, and sad, I hardly 
know why. 

O wind, why break in idle foam 
This wave that swept the seas — . . . 

Foam is the meed of barren dreams. 
And hearts that cry for peace. 

Lift then, O wind, this heart of mine 

And swirl aside in foam — 
No, wander on, unchanging heart, 

The undrowning deeps thy home. 

Less than a billow of the sea 
That at the last doth no more roam 

Less than a Wave, less than a wave 
This thing that hath no home. 

This thing that hath no grave ! 



"But I shall weary you. Well, forgive 
me. . . . 



The next letter is to Mrs. Helen Hopekirk, 
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the Scottish-American composer, who has set 
several of the F. M. poems to music: 

i8th Oct., 1905. 
My dear Mrs. Hopekirk, 

I was very pleased to hear from you again. 
I am busy with preparations for Italy, for 
the doctors say I should be away from our 
damp Scottish climate from October-end till 
Spring comes again. How far off it seems. 
. . . Spring! Do you long for it, do you 
love its advent, as I do? Wherever I am, 
St. Bride's Day is always for me the joy- 
festival of the year — the day when the real 
new year is born, and the three dark months 
are gone, and Spring leans across the often 
gray and wet, but often rainbow-lit, green- 
tremulous horizons of February. This year 
it seems a longer way off than hitherto, and 
yet it should not be so — for I go to Italy, 
and to friends, and to beautiful places in the 
sun, there and in Sicily, and perhaps in Al- 
geria. But, somehow, I care less for these 
than I did a few years ago, than two or three 
years ago, than a year ago. I think outward 
change matters less and less as the imagina- 
tion deepens and as the spirit more and more 
" turns westward." I love the South : and in 
much, and for much, am happy there: but 
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as the fatally swift months slip into the dark 
I realise more and more that it is better to 
live a briefer while at a high reach of the 
spirit and the uplifted if overwrought physical 
part of one than to save the body and soothe 
the mind by the illusions of physical indolence 
and mental leisure afforded by long sojourns 
in the sunlands of the South. . . . 

How I wish I knew Loeffler and Debussy 
and others as you do : but then, though I love 
music, tho' it is one of the vital things in 
life for me, I am not a musician, alas. So, 
even if I had all their music beside me, it 
would be like a foreign language that must 
be read in translation. Do you realise — I 
suppose you do — how fortunate you are in 
being your own interpreter. Some day, how- 
ever, I hope to know intimately all those won- 
derful settings of Verlaine and Baudelaire 
and Mallarme and others. The verbal music 
of these is a ceaseless pleasure to me. I have 
a great love of and joy in all later French 
poetry, and can never understand common 
attitude to it here — either one of ignorance, 
or patronage, or complete misapprehension. 
Because of the obvious fact that French is 
not so poetic a language as English or Ger- 
man, in scale, sonority, or richness of vocabu- 
lary — it is, indeed, in the last respect the 
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poorest I believe of all European langus^es 
as English is by far the richest — people, and 
even those who should be better informed, 
jump to the conclusion that therefore all 
French poetry is artificial or monotonously 
alike, or, at best, far inferior to English. So 
far as I can judge, finer poetry has been pro- 
duced in France of late years than in Eng- 
land, and very much finer than any I know 
in Germany. However, the habitual error of 
judgment is mainly due to ignorance: that, 
and the all but universal unfamiliarity with 
French save in its conventional usage, spoken 
or written. 



• • • 



" Fiona " received that summer, from Mr. 
Yoni Noguchi, a volume entitled From the 
Eastern Sea by that Japanese author, and 
sent acknowledgment: 

On the Meditissranean. 

Dear Mr. Noguchi, 

Your note and delightful little book reached 
me, after considerable delay, in southern 
Europe. I write this at sea, and will send 
it with other letters, etc., to be stamped and 
posted in Edinburgh — and the two reasons 
of delay will show you that it is not from 
indolence! 

I have read your book with singular plea- 
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sure. What it lacks in form (an inevitable 
lack, in the circumstances) it offers in essen- 
tial poetry. I find atmosphere and charm and 
colour and naivete, and the true touch of the 
poet; and congratulate you on your ''suc- 
cess of suggestion'' in a language so differ- 
ent in all ways from that wherein (I am 
sure) you have already achieved the ''suc- 
cess of finality/' 

Believe me, yours very truly, 

Fiona Macleod. 

Later, Mr. N(^chi sent his subsequent 
book The Summer Cloud, a collection of 
short prose-poems, which, as he explained in 
his note of presentation: " In fact, I had been 
reading your prose-poems, The Silence of 
Amor, and wished I could write such pieces 
myself. And here is the result ! " 

It was our habit, when talking to one an- 
other of the "F. M." writings, to speak of 
"Fiona" as a separate entity — so that we 
should not be taken unawares if suddenly 
spoken to about "her" books. It was Wil- 
liam's habit also to write and post to himself 
two letters on his birthday — letters of ad- 
monition and of new resolutions. On the 
1 2th Sep., 1905, he brought me the two birth- 
day letters when they reached him, and gave 
them to me to read, saying, with a smile, 
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" Fiona is rather hard on me, but she is quite 
right." Both letters are in his handwriting 
and are as follows: 

GU FlONAGHAL NIC LeOID 

Sliabhean n*an Aisling 
Y-BreasU (na Tir-fo-Tuinn) 

An Domhain Uaine, 
i^h Sept, 1905. 

Dearest Fiona, 

A word of loving greeting to you on the 
morrow of our new year. All that is best 
in this past year is due to you, mo caraid 
dileas: and I hope and believe that seeds 
have been sown which will be reborn in flower 
and fruit and may be green grass in waste 
places and may even grow to forests. I have 
not always your serene faith and austere eyes, 
dear, but I come to much in and thro* my 
weakness as you through your strength. But 
in this past year I realise I have not helped 
you nearly as much as I could: in this com- 
ing year I pray, and hope, it may be other- 
wise. And this none the less tho' I have 
much else I want to do apart from our work. 
But well be one and the same au fond even 
then, shall we not, Fiona dear? 

I am intensely interested in the fuller 
development of the Celtic Triology — and 
shall help in all ways. You say I can give 
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you what you have not: well, I am glad in- 
deed. Together we shall be good Sowers, 
Fionaghal mo run: and let us work content- 
edly at that. I wish you Joy and Sorrow, 
Peace, and Unrest, and Leisure, Sun, and 
Wind, and Rain, all of Earth and Sea and 
Sky in this coming year. And inwardly 
dwell with me, so that less and less I may 
fall short of your need as well as your ideal. 
And may our " Mystic's Prayer " be true for 
us both, who are one. 

Ever yours, dear, Will. 

Hills op Dkeaic, 
Y-Bkeasil. 

My dear Will, 

Another birthday has come, and I must 
frankly say that apart from the loss of an- 
other year, and from what the year has 
brought you in love and friendship and all 
that makes up life, it has not been to your 
credit. True, you have been in America and 
Italy and France and Scotland and England 
and Germany — and so have not been long 
settled anywhere — and true also that for a 
month or two you were seriously and for a 
few months partially ill or " down " — but 
still, after all allowances, I note not only an 
extraordinary indolence in effort as well as 
unmistakable laziness in achievement Now, 
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either you are growing old (in which case 
admit dotage, and be done with it) or else 
you are permitting yourself to remain weakly 
in futile havens of ignoble repose or fretful 
pseudo rest. You have much to do, or that 
you ought to do, yourself : and as to our col- 
laboration I see no way for its continuance 
unless you will abrogate much of what is 
superfluous, curtail much that can quite well 
be curtailed, and generally serve me loyally 
as I in my turn allow for and serve you. 

Let our New Year be a very different one 

from the last, dear friend: and let us not 

only beautifully dream but achieve in beauty. 

Let the ignoble pass, and the noble remain. 

Lovingly yours, dear Will, 

Fiona. 

Some of his own copies of his "F. M." 
books have an inscription to "W. S." from 
his twin self. For instance, his specially 
bound copy of The Winged Destiny bears 
this inscription in his handwriting: 



i, 
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and is dated 12th Sept., 1904. But William 
did not write or sign his F. M. letters him- 
self. When not typed by him, they were cop- 
ied and signed for him by his sister Mary, 
in whose handwriting is the following sig- 
nature — familiar to F. M.'s correspondents: 

In the beginning of October we left Lon- 
don accompanied by Miss Mary Wilson and 
went to Venice by way of Zurich and Inns- 
bruck. Then to Florence to stay with our 
friends Mr. and Mrs. Lee Hamilton, and 
finally, to Sicily. 

Taormina was beautifully sunny and rest- 
ful as of yore; and the delicate man rejoiced 
greatly in the beautiful gardens that the 
Duke of Bronte was designing and planting 
with flowers and trees, on the slopes of the 
hillside below the town. 

A letter reached him there from Mr. 
Hichens : 

St. Stephen's, 
Canterbxtry. 
Oh, my dear Will, 

I cannot help envying you. It is bitterly 
cold here, like winter, and neuralgia is flit- 
ting about my twitching face and shrinking 
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head. But I will not inflict my little woes 
upon you, and only write this word to say 
I am sending you my book, The Black 
Spaniel. It is a very slight and mixed aifair 
this time — my last book of stories I think. 
The new novel I have some hopes of your 
liking, as I hope I have imprisoned some- 
thing of our beloved Sicily in it. Now I am 
doing the last act — the last to be done, I 
mean, of my play for W)mdham. Yes, we 
will meet in Africa, if the gods are kind. 
I expect to leave England for Rome on Dec. 
3. I am looking forward to Biskra im- 
mensely but must try to settle in there, as 
must be working then. . . . How are you 
both? Happy in the sun? All blessings upon 
you and your work. 

Ever yours affectionately, 

Roberto. 

It had been planned that after the New 
Year Mr. Hood, Mr. Hichens, my husband 
and I should go together to Biskra. But as 
the autumn waned, we realised the unwisdom 
of making any such plans. On hearing of 
our reluctant decision Mr. Hichens wrote: 

Nov., 1905. 
My dear Will, 

Your letter was really a blow, but of course 
I thoroughly understand that you must not 
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risk such a journ^. I am grieved about your 
delicate health. You must take great care 
and stay in places where you can have your 
comforts. I wish Rome suited you both. I 
am suffering from London dyspepsia. To- 
day there is a thick fog and I envy you all 
tremendously. I am counting the days till 
I can start for Rome. How is Taormina? 
Alec describes it as warm and splendid, and 
pretends that he needs a sun umbrella and 
a straw hat I Perhaps you are all bathing 
in the seal Oh, these travellers' tales! I 
am going out to bathe in the fog, so au re- 
voir. Love to you both, kindest r^;ards to 
Etna from 

Yours ever affectionately, 

Roberto. 

During one of our visits to Maniace Mr. 
Hichens was also a guest; on a subsequent 
visit to that lava-strewn country, on the great 
western slope of the shoulder of Etna, he 
wrote to me, in 1906, about my husband: 
" I have had many walks here with Will. 
I think my last long walk with him here was 
towards Maletto. We sat on a rock for a 
long while, looking at the snow on ^tna and 
the wild country all around. We talked about 
death, and he said he loved life but he did 
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not fear death at all. I remember well how 
alive his eyes looked. He always had a very 
peculiar look of life in the eyes, an unquench- 
able vitality." 

On reaching Maniace W. S.* wrote to a 
friend : 

Dec. 4, 1905. 
". . . As my card of yesterday will have 
told you we arrived here all right on Monday 
afternoon, after a wonderful journey. We 
left Taormina in a glory of midsummerlike 
warmth and beauty — and we drove down the 
three miles of winding road from Taormina 
to the sea at Giardini; thence past the bay 
and promontory of Naxos, and at the site 
of the ancient famous fane of Apollo Archa- 
getes turned inland. Then through the myriad 
lemon-groves of Al Cantara, till we crossed 
the gorges of the Fiumef reddo, and then be- 
gan the long ascent, in blazing heat, by the 
beautiful hill road to the picturesque moun- 
tain-town of Piedemonte. There we caught 
the little circum-^tnean mountain loop-line, 
and ascended the wild and beautiful slopes 
of Etna. Last time we went we travelled 
mostly above the clouds, but this time there 
was not a vestige of vapour in the radiant 
air, save for the outriders' trail of white, oc- 

317 



WUliam Sharp 

casionally flame-coloured, smoke from the 
vast 4-mile wide mouth of snow-white and 
gigantically-looming cone of Etna. At the 
lofty mediaeval and semi-barbaric town of 
Randazzo we were delayed by an excited 
crowd at the station, on account of the arrest 
and bringing in by the carabinieri of three 
chained and heavily manacled brigands, one 
of them a murderer, who evidently had the 
sympathy of the populace. A woman, the 
wife of one of the captured men, outdid any 
lamenting Irish woman I ever saw: her 
frenzy was terrible — and of course the poor 
soul was life-desolate and probably punished 
and would likely never see her man again. 
Finally she became distracted with despair 
and fury, and between her appeals and furi- 
ous curses and almost maniacal lamentations, 
the small station was anything but an agree- 
able stopping place. The captive brigands 
were absolutely impassive : not a glance : only, 
as the small train puif ed onward, one of them 
lifted a manacled arm behind one of the cara- 
binieri and made a singular sign to some 
one. 

"Thereafter we passed into the wild and 
terrible lava-lands of the last frightful erup- 
tion, between Randazzo and the frontier of 
the Duchy of Bronte: a region as wild and 
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fantastic as anything imagined by Dore, and 
almost terrifying in its sombre deathfulness. 
The great and broad and sweeping mountains, 
and a mighty strath — and we came under the 
peaked rocks of Maletto, a little town stand- 
ing 3000 feet high. Then the carriage, and 
the armed escort, and we had that wonder- 
ful drive thro' wild and beautiful lands of 
which I have heretofore written you. Then 
about four we drove up to the gates of the 
Castle, and passed into the great court just 
within the gates, and had the cordial and af- 
fectionate welcome of our dear host. 

"A few minutes -later we were no longer 
at an ancient castle in the wilds of Sicily, 
but in a luxurious English country house at 
afternoon tea. . . ." 

My husband had taken with him, as ma- 
terial for the winter's work, his notes for 
the Greek Backgrounds, and the finished 
drafts of two dramas. One, by W. S., was 
to be called Persephonaia, or the Drama of 
the House of ^tna, and of it one act and 
one scene had been written at Maniace two 
years before. It was to have been dedicated 
to the Duke of Bronte. The other drama 
was Fiona's projected play, The Enchanted 
Valleys, of which one scene only was writ- 
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ten. But he felt unable for steady work, as 
the following letter to the same friend, shows: 

''. . . A single long letter means no work 
for me that day, and the need of work ter- 
ribly presses, and in every way, alas. My 
hope that I might be able for some writing 
in the late afternoon, and especially from 5 
to 7:30 is at present futile. I simply can't. 
Yesterday I felt better and more mentally 
alert than I've done since I came, and im- 
mediately after afternoon tea, I came to my 
study and tried to work, but could not, though 
I had one of my nature articles b^^un and 
beside me: nor had I spirit to take up my 
reviews. Then I thought I could at least get 
scxne of that wearisome accumulated corre- 
spondence worked off, but a mental nausea 
seized me, so that even a written chat to a 
friend seemed to me too exhausting — ^'cette 
maladie poignante, ce degout de la plume,' as 
Tourgenieff (or Flaubert?) said out of heart- 
weariness. So I collapsed, and dreamed over 
a strange and fascinating andent-worid book 
by Lichtenberger, and then dreamed kOy, 
watching the flaming oak-logs." 

In William's Diary for December diere are 
the following entries: 

1st, Friday. Wrote the short poem " When 
greenness comes again." Read Zcda's weari- 
some ** His Excellency Eugene Roogqn^" and 
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in thie evening the " Jupiter " and *' Saturn *' 
chapters in Proctor's '* Otherworlds Than 
Ours." 

3nd, Saty. Read and took notes and thought 
out my Country Life article on " At the Turn 
of the Year." Also incidentally " The Qans 
of the Rush, the Reed, and the Fern," and 
one to be called "White Weather" (snow, 
the wild goose and the wild swan). Alec 
and I walked to the Boschetto. B^an (about 
1300 words) "At the Turn of the Year." 

3rd, Sunday. A stormy and disagreeable 
day. Wrote long letters. In afternoon felt 
too tired and too sleepy to work or even to 
write letters: so sat before the fire in my 
study and partly over that fascinating book I 
love often to recur to for a few pages, Lich- 
tenberger's Centaures, and partly in old 
dreams of my own, it was 7:30 and time to 
dress before I knew it. Heard to-day from 
Ernest Rhys about the production of his and 
Vincent Thomas' Opera Guinevere. Thought 
over an old world book to be called Beyond 
the Foam. 

Dec. 4th. In the forenoon began again and 
wrote first thousand words of " At the Turn 
of the Year." At 3 went to drive with Eliza- 
beth along the Balzo to near the Lake of 
Garrida. 

Dec. 5, Tuesday. In forenoon wrote the 
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remaining and large half of '"At the Turn 
of the Year"; revised the whole of it and 
posted it to Mary, with long letter. 

In afternoon a drive, despite the wet and 
inclement weather, up to Maletto. I walked 
back. A lovely, if unsettled sunset of blue 
and gold, purple brown, amethyst, and deli- 
cate cinnamon. A marvellous light on the 
hills. Luminous mist instead of cloud as of 
late. For the first time have seen the Sicilian 
Highlands with the beauty of Scotland. 

From lo till 11:30 p. m. worked at notes 
for " White Weather " article. 

Dec. 6, Wed, In the forenoon worked at 
Gaelic material partly for articles, partly for 
other things. But not up to writing. There 
is a sudden change to an April-like heat: 
damply-hot; though fine: very trying, all feel 
it. After lunch walked up the north heights 
with Alec, then joined E. and D. L. in car- 
riage and drove up past Otaheite to the Saw- 
Mills. Lovely air, gorgeous windy sky in the 
west, and superb but thunderous clouds in 
S. and E. Another bad change I fear. Etna 
rose gigantic as we ascended Otaheite-way, 
and from Serraspina looked like an immense 
Phantom with a vast plume of white smoke. 

In afternoon (from 5:30 till 7:30) wrote 
1200 words of " White Weather." 

332 



^905 

Thursday, yth. This morning fresh and 
bright and clear, a welcome change from these 
recent days — with the Beechwoods all 
frosted with snow. The Simeto swollen to 
a big rushing river. 

Worked at and finished the latter part of 
" White Weather," and then revised and sent 
off to Mary to forward with note to Country 
Life. Also other letters. Turned out the 
wettest and worst afternoon we've had yet, 
and return of severe thunderstorm. 

Dec. 8, Friday. A fine morning but very 
doubtful if yet settled. Went out and was 
taken by Beek to see the observatory instru- 
ments and wind-registers and seismographs. 
Then took the dogs for a walk, as "off" 
work to-day. 

Wrote a long letter to Robert Hichens, 
also to R. L. S. Also, with poem, "When 
Greenness comes again," by W. S. to C. Mor- 
ley, Pall Mall Magazine. In afternoon we 
had a lovely drive up above the Alcantara 
Valley along the mountain road toward Ce- 
saro. . . • 

And here the Diary ends, and here too ends 
the written work of a tired hand and brain, 
but of an eager outlooking spirit. Ever since 
we left London it was evident that his life 
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forces were on the ebb-tide slowly but surely ; 
and he knew it, but concerned himself little, 
and believed he had at any rate a few months 
before him and possibly a whole year. Yet 
he seemed to have an inner knowledge of 
what was to be. In Scotland, in the summer, 
he told me it would be his last visit there; 
that he knew it, and had said farewell to his 
mother. On the afternoon when we drove 
up to the Saw-Mills in the oak-woods he got 
out of the carriage and wandered among the 
trees. When I urged him to come away, as 
the light was waning rapidly, he touched the 
trees again and again and said, ''Ah, dear 
trees of the North, dear trees of the North, 
good-bye." The drive on the 8th, so beauti- 
ful, to him so full of fascination, was fatal 
to him. We drove far along a mountain pass 
and at the furthest point stopped to let him 
look at the superb sunset over against the 
hillset town of Cesaro. 

He seemed wrapt in thought and looked 
long and steadfastly at the wonderful glow- 
ing light; it was with difficulty that I per- 
suaded him to let us return. On the way 
back, a sudden turn of the road brought us 
in face to the snow covered cone of iEtna. 
The wind had changed and blew with cutting 
cold straight off the snow. It struck him, 
chilling him through and through. Half way 
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back he got out of the carria|^e to wsdk and' 
get warm. But the harm was done. That 
evening, before dinner, he said to me : " I am 
going to talk as much as I can to-night. That 
dear fellow Alec is rather depressed. I've 
teased him a good deal to-day; now I am 
going to amuse him." He was as good as 
his word, anecdote, reminiscence, followed one 
another in the gayest of spirits, and in say- 
ing good-night to me our host declared, " I 
have never heard Will more brilliant than he 
has been to-night." 

The next morning my husband complained 
of pain which grew rapidly more severe. 
The doctor was sent for, and remained in the 
house. 

On the morning of the 12th — a day of 
wild storm, wind, thunder and rain — he re- 
cognised that nothing could avail. With char- 
acteristic swiftness he turned his eager mind 
from the life that was closing to the life of 
greater possibilities that he knew awaited him. 
About 3 o'clock, with his devoted friend Alec 
Hood by his side, he suddenly leant forward 
with shining eyes and exclaimed in a tone 
of joyous recognition, " Oh, the beautiful 
* Green Life ' again ! " and the next moment 
sank back in my arms with the contented 
sigh, " Ah, all is well." 

On the 14th, in an hour of lovely sunshine, 
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the body was laid to rest in a little woodland 
burial-ground on the hillside within sound of 
the Simeto: as part of the short service, his 
own ''Invocation to Peace/* from The Do- 
minion of Dreams, was read over the grave 
by the Duke of Bronte. Later, an lona cross, 
carved in lava, was placed there, and on it 
this inscription, chosen by himself: 

Farewell to the known and exhausted. 
Welcome the unknown and illimitable. 

W. S. 
and 

Love is more great than we conceive, and Death 
is the keeper of unknown redemptions. 

F. M. 
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Now, truly, is Dreamland no longer a phantasy of 
sleep, but a loveliness so great that, like deep music, 
there could be no words wherewith to measure it, 
but only the breathless unspoken speech of the soul 
upon whom has fallen the secret dews: 

F. M. 



CHAPTER XIV 

CONCLUSION 

^'How the man subdivided his soul is the 
mystery," wrote Mr. James Douglas. And 
in trying to suggest an answer I would say 
with " F. M." — '' I write, not because I know 
a mystery and would reveal it, but because 
I have known a mystery, and am to-day as a 
child before it, and can neither reveal nor 
interpret it/' For that mystery concerns the 
evolution of a human soul; and the part of 
it for which " the man " is consciously and 
personally responsible, is the method he used, 
the fiction he created and deliberately fos- 
tered, — rightly or wrongly — for the protec- 
tion of his inner, compelling self. 

This deliberate " blind " — which according 
to some critics " is William Sharp's most not- 
able achievement in fiction rather than the 
creation of any of * her ' works " — is largely 
the cause of the sense of confusion that exists 
in the minds of certain of his friends, to 
whom he told the half but not the whole of 
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the facts. He purposely did not dispel the 
idea of a collaborator, an idea which g^ew 
out of the half veiled allusions he had made 
concerning the friend of whom I have writ- 
ten, whose vivid personality appealed so po- 
tently to a phase of his complex nature, and 
stirred his imagination as no one else had 
done. 

In a letter to Mr. W. B. Yeats signed 
" Fiona Macleod," and written in 1899, about 
herself and her friend (namely himself) 
William tried **as far as is practicable in a 
strange and complex manner to be explicit.^' 
" She " stated that " all the formative and 
expressional as well as nearly all the visionary 
power is my friend's. In a sense only his is 
the passive part, but it is the allegory of the 
match, the wiiid, and the torch. Everything 
is in the torch in readiness, and as you know, 
there is nothing in the match itself. But 
there is a mysterious latency of fire between 
them . . . the little touch of silent igneous 
potency at the end of the match — and in 
what these s)rmbolise, one adds spiritual af- 
finity as a factor — and all at once the flame 
is bom. The torch says all is due to the 
match. The match knows the flame is not 
hers. But beyond both is the wind, the spir- 
itual air. Out of the unseen world it fans 
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the flame. In that mysterious air both the 
match and the flame hear strange voices. 
The air that came at the union of both is 
sometimes Art, sometimes Genius, sometimes 
Imagination, sometimes Life, sometimes the 
Spirit. It is all. 

" But before that flame people wonder and 
admire. Most wonder only at the torch. A 
few look for the match beyond the torch, 
and finding her are apt to attribute to her 
that which is not hers, save as a spiritual dy- 
namic agent. Now and then the match may 
have in petto the qualities of the torch — 
particularly memory and vision: and so can 
stimulate and amplify the imaginative life of 
the torch. But the torch is at once the pas- 
sive, the formative, the mnemonic, and the 
artistically and imaginatively creative force. 
He knows that in one sense he would be 
flameless or at least without that ideal blend 
of the white and the red — without the 
match: and he knows that the flame is the 
offspring of both, that the wind has many 
airs in it, and that one of the most potent 
is that which blows from the life and mind 
and soul of *the match' — but in his heart 
he knows that, to all others, he and he alone 
is the flame, his alone both the visionary, the 
formative, the expressional." 
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At the last, realising with deep regrtt Aat 
one or two of the friends he cared greatly 
for would probably fed hurt when they should 
know of the deception, he left the foUowing 
note to be sent to eadi immediately on the 
disclosure of the secret: 

This will reach you after my death. You 
will think I have wholly deceived jrou about 
Fiona Madeod. But, in an intimate sense 
this is not so: though (and inevitably) in 
certain details I have misled you. Only, it 
is a mystery. I cannot explain. Perhaps 
you will intuitivdy understand or may cc»ne 
to understand. " The rest is silence.*' Fare- 
well. 

William Sharp. 

It is only right, however, to add that I, and 
I only, was the author — in the literal and 
literary sense — of all written under the name 
of " Fiona Madeod.'* 

In watching the development of the " Fiona 
Madeod " phase of expression it has seemed 
to me that the writer, in that work, lived a 
new sequent life, and passed through its suc- 
cessive phases of growth and devdopment in- 
dependently of the tenor of his ordinary life 
as "W. S." He passed from the youdi in 
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Pharais and The Mountain Lovers, through 
the mature manhood of The Barbaric Tales 
and Tragic Romances to the greater serenity 
of later contemplative life in The Divine Ad- 
venture. The Winged Destiny and Where the 
Forest Murmurs, 

In surveying the dual life as a whole I 
have seen how, from the early partially real- 
ised twin-ship, ''W. S." was the first to go 
adventuring and find himself, while his twin, 
" F. M.," remained passive, or a separate self. 
When "she" awoke to active consciousness 
" she " became the deeper, the more impell- 
ing, the more essential factor. By reason of 
this severance, and of the acute conflict that 
at times resulted therefrom, the flaming of 
the dual life became so fierce that " Wilfion " 
— as I named the inner and third Self that 
lay behind that dual expression — realised the 
imperativeness of gaining control over his two 
separated selves and of bringing them into 
some kind of conscious harmony. This was 
what he meant when he wrote to Mrs» Jan- 
vier in 1899, '* I am going through a new 
birth." 

For, though the difference between the two 
literary expressions was so marked, there was, 
nevertheless, a special characteristic of " Wil- 
fion " that linked the dual nature together — 
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the psychic quality of seership, if I may 90 
call it. Not only did he, as F. M., "dream 
dreams " and " get in touch with the ancient 
memory of the race " as some of " her " crit- 
ics have said ; but as W. S. he also saw visions 
by means of that seership with which he had 
been dowered from childhood. And though, 
latterly, he gave expression to it only under 
shelter of the Fiona Macleod writings — as 
for instance in The Divine Adventure, be- 
cause he was as sensitive about it as he was 
to the subtler, more imaginative side of his 
dual self — a few of his friends knew Wil- 
liam Sharp as psychic and mystic, who knew 
nothing of him as Fiona Macleod. 

I have said little concerning my husband 
as a psychic; a characteristic that is amply 
witnessed to in his writings. From time to 
time he interested himself, in definite psychic 
experimentation, occasionally in collaboration 
with Mr. W. B. Yeats; experimentation that 
sometimes resulted in such serious physical 
disturbance that he desisted from it in later 
years. 

In a lecture given by Mr. Yeats to the 
Aberdeen Centre of the Franco-Scottish So- 
ciety in 1907 the Irish poet referred to his 
friend. He considered that " Sharp had in 
many ways an extraordinarily primitive mind. 
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He was fond of speaking of himself as the 
representative of the old bards," and the 
Irish poet thought there was really something 
in the claim. (In a letter Mr. Yeats had ex- 
pressed his opinion that my husband was 
imaginative in "the old and literal sense of 
image-making; not like a man of this age 
at all.") He continued that W. S. " was the 
most extraordinary psychic he had ever en- 
countered." He really believed that " Fiona 
Macleod was a secondary personality — as 
distinct a secondary personality as those one 
reads about in books of psychical research. 
At times he (W. S.) was really to all intents 
and purposes a different being." He would 
" come and sit down by my fireside and talk, 
and I believe that when * Fiona Macleod * left 
the house he would have no recollection of 
what he had been saying to me." 

It is true, as I have said, that William 
Sharp seemed a different person when the 
Fiona mood was on him ; but that he had no 
recollection of what he said in that mood 
Was not the case. That he did not under- 
stand it, is true. For that mood could not 
be commanded at will. Different influences 
awakened it, and its duration depended 
largely on environment. " W. S. " cpuld set 
himself deliberately to work normally, and 
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was, so far, master of his mind. But for 
the expression of the ** F. M." self he had to 
wait upon mood, or seek conditions to induce 
it. But, as I have said, the psychic, vision- 
ary power belonged exclusively to neither; 
it influenced both, and was dictated by laws 
he did not fully understand. For instance, 
"Lilith," "The Whisperer," ''Finis,'' by 
W. S. and "The Woman with the Net," 
" The Last Supper," " The Lynn of Dreams " 
by F. M., were equally the result of direct 
vision. 

I remember from early days how he would 
speak of the momentary curious " dazzle in 
the brain" which preceded the falling away 
of all material things and preluded some in- 
ner vison of Great Beauty, or Great Pres- 
ences, or of some symbolic import — that 
would pass as rapidly as it came. I have 
been beside him when he has been in trance 
and I have felt the room throb with height- 
ened vibration. I regret now that I never 
wrote down such experiences at the time. 
They were not infrequent, and formed a 
definite feature in our life. There are, how- 
ever, two or three dream-visions belonging 
to his last summer that I recollect. Two he 
had noted down in brief sentences for future 
use. One was: 
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" The Lily of the World, and its dark con- 
cave, dark with excess of light and the stars 
falling like slow rain." 

The other is headed "Elemental Symbol- 
ism." "I saw Self, or Life, symbolised all 
about me as a limitless, fathomless and lonely 
sea. I took a handful and threw it into the 
grey silence of ocean air, and it returned at 
once as a swift and potent flame, a red fire 
crested with blown sunrise, rushing from be- 
tween the lips of sky and sea to the sound 
as of innumerable trumpets." 

One morning he told me that during sleep 
he had visited a city of psychic mechanism. 
In a huge building he had seen this silent 
mechanism at work; he had watched a force 
plunge into molten metal and produce a 
shaped vessel therefrom. He could see noth- 
ing that indicated by what power the ma- 
chinery was driven. He asked his guide for 
explanation, and he was led along passages 
to a small room with many apertures in the 
walls, like speaking tubes. In the centre was 
a table, on a chair sat a man with his arm 
on the table, his head in his hand. Pointing 
to him the guide said, "His thought is the 
motive force." 

In another dream he visited a land where 
there was no more war, where all men and 
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women were equal ; where humans, birds and 
beasts were no longer at enmity, or preyed 
on one another. And he was told that the 
young men of the land had to serve two years 
as missionaries to those who lived at the ut- 
termost boundaries. "To what end?" he 
asked. "To cast out fear, our last enemy." 
The dream is too long to quote in its en- 
tirety, for it spread over two nights, but one 
thing impressed him greatly. In the house 
of his host he was struck by the beauty of a 
framed painting that seemed to vibrate with 
rich colour. " Who painted that ? " he asked. 
His host smiled. "We have long ceased to 
use brushes and paints. That is a thought 
projected from the artist's brain, and its 
duration will be proportionate with its truth." 

Once again he saw in waking vision those 
Divine Forges he had sought in childhood. 
On the verge of the Great Immensity that 
is beyond the confines of space, he saw Great 
Spirits of Fire standing at flaming anvils. 
And they lifted up the fiames and moulded 
them on the anvils into shapes and semblances 
of men, and the Great Spirits took these flam- 
ing shapes and cast them forth into space, 
so that they should become the souls of men. 

He was, as Mrs. Mona Caird has truly 
said of him, " almost encumbered by the in- 
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finity of his perceptions; by the thronging 
interest, intuitions, glimpses of wonders, 
beauties and mysteries which made life for 
him a pageant and a splendour such as is 
only disclosed to the soul that has to bear 
the torment and the revelations of genius. He 
had much to suffer, but in spite of that — 
perhaps partly because of that — he was able 
to bring to all a great sense of sunshine and 
boyish freshness, of joy in life and nature 
and art, and in the adventure and romance 
of it all, for those who knew how to dare 
enough to go to meet it with open hands. 
He gave ever the sense of new power, new 
thresholds, new realms. His friendship was 
a spiritual possession." And though indeed, 
as Mr. Frank Kinder has written, " there may 
be those inclined to censure William Sharp 
for his silence about Fiona Macleod, yet, 
probably, had the world known, *she* — for 
in thought it is always that — would have 
written no more. May we not remember 
Ossian and others who shrank from revealing 
to all their secret? ... I can but bear testi- 
mony to the ever-ready and eager sympathy, 
to the sunny winsomeness, to the nobility of 
the soul that has passed. William Sharp was 
one of the most lovable, one of the most re- 
markable men of our time." 
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And, I would add» — to quote my husband's 
own words — ever, below all the stress and 
failure, below all the triumi^ of his toil, lay 
the beauty of his dream. 



340 



To live in beauty — which is to put into 
four words all the dream and spiritual effort 
of the soul of num. 

F. M. 
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PART I 

ORIGINAL WORKS 

iSSa 
The Human Inheritance ; The New Hope ; 
Motherhood. London. Elliott Stock. 8vo, 
pp. V and 184 (Poems). 

CONTENTS 

The Human Inheritance (cycles I-IV). 
The New Hope. 
Motherhood. 

Transcripts from Nature (I-XXX). 
The Tides of Venice. 
A Dialogue. 
Desolation. 
Christmas Eve. 
Life. 
Sight. 

Young Love. 
Dreamland. 
Sonnets : 

A Greeting. 

Revelation. 

Possibilities. 

Pain. 

Ben-a-Chaolais. 
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Spring-wind. 

To the Spirit Called Laudanum. 
Lines. 

The Redeemer. 
Last Words. 
PiCTORiALisM IN Verse, issued in the Port- 
folio of Artistic Monographs (November, 
1882). London. Seeley and Co. 
Dante Gabriel Rossetti: A Record and a 
Study. The Frontispiece is a reproduction 
of D* G. Rossetti's Etching of his Sonnet 
on a Sonnet. London. MacmiUan & Co. 
8vo, p. 432, appendix and Supplementary 
List to Chapter III. 

1884 
Earth's Voices : Transcripts from Nature : 
SospiTRA AND Other Poems. London. 
Elliot Stock. 8vo, pp. viii and 207. 

CONTENTS 

Earth's Voices: 

1. Hymn of the Forests. 

2. Hymn of Rivers. 

3. The Song of Streams. 

4. The Song of Waterfalls. 

5. Song of the Deserts. 

6. Song of the Cornfields. 

7. Song of the Winds. 

8. Song of Flowers. 

9. The Wild Bee. 
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10. The Field Mouse. 

11. The Song of the Lark. 

12. The Song of the Thrush. 

13. The Song of the Nightingale. 

14. The Rain Songs. 

15. The Snow-Whispers. 

16. Sigh of the Mists. 

17. The Red Stag. 

18. The Hymn of the Eagle. 

19. The Cry of the Tiger. 

20. The Chant of the Lion. 

21. The Hymn of the Mountains. 

22. The Ocean Chorus. 

23. The Hymn of Summer. 

24. The Hymn of Autumn. 

25. The Hymn of Winter. 

26. The Hymn of Spring. 
Sospitra. 

Transcripts from Nature {First Series). 

Gaspara Stampa. 

Mater Dolorosa. 

Miscellaneous Sonnets and Poems. 

Australian Sketches: 

1. The Last Aboriginal. 

2. In the Ranges. 

3. Noon-Silence. 

4. The Stock-Driver's Ride. 

5. Death of the Lubra. 
6-17. Transcripts. 
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i8. Morning in tlie Bush. 

19. Justice. 

20. The Corobboree. 
Moourise Sketches 1-5. 
The Shadowed Souls. 
Sleepy Hollow. 
Birchington Revisited. 
June's Advent. 
Phantasy. 
Miscellaneous Poems. 

A Record. 

Rainbow Sketches x-5. 
The Wandering Voice. 
Transcripts from Nature (Second Series). 
Madonna Natura. 
Notes. 

1886 
Jack Noel's Legacy. A Story for Bojcs: 
printed serially in Yoimg Folks! Paper, Vol. 
No. 8. London. James Hendersoft & 
Sons, Ltd. 

18&7 

Life of Percy Bysshb Shslley^ issued in 
Great Writers, edited by Professor Eric S, 
Robertson, M.A. London. Walter Scott 
& Co. 8vo, pp. 201 with Bibliography by 
John P. Anderson, p. xxvii. 

Under the Banner of St. James: A Ro- 
mance of the Discovery of the Pacific. 
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Printed serially in Young Folks' Paper. 
Vol XXI, Nos. 891-907. London. James 
Henderson & Sons, Ltd. 

1888 

The Secret of the Seven Fountains: A 
Story for Boys, printed serially in Young 
Folks' Paper. Vol. XXIII, Nos. 943-959. 
London. James Henderson & Sons, Ltd. 

The Sport of Chance. A Novel in three 
volumes. London. Hurst and Blackett, 
Ltd. 8vo, Vol. I, pp. 303; Vol. II, pp. 
319; Vol. Ill, pp. 316. This novel was 
originally written and printed serially in 
The People's Friend (Dundee) in 1887 un- 
der the title " A Deathless Hate." 

Romantic Ballads and Poems of Phan- 
tasy, printed for the Author by Walter 
Scott, Publisher, pp. xi and 87. (See (Aso 
American Publications.) 

contents 
Dedicatory Introduction. 
Romantic Ballads: 

The Weird of Michael Scott. Parts 

Mil. 
The Son of Allen. 
Mad Madge of Cree. 
The Deith Tide. 
Poems of Phantasy : 
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Phantasy. 

The Willis Dancers. 

A Dream. 

The Wandering Voice. 

The Twin Soul. 

The Death Child. 
A second edition, 1889, contains two added 
poems; 

The Coves of Crail. 

The Isles of Lost Dreams. 
Life of Heinrich Heine. Issued in Great 
Writers. Edited by Professor Eric S. Rob- 
ertson, M.A. London. Walter Scott. 8vo, 
pp. 218, and Bibliography by John P. An- 
derson, pp. xvii. 

1889 

Children of Tomorrow : A Romance. Lon- 
don. Chatto and Windus. 8vo, pp. 312. 

Life of Robert Browning. Issued in Great 
Writers. Edited by Professor Eric S. 
Robertson, M.A. London. Walter Scott. 
8vo, p. 219, and Bibliography by John P. 
Anderson, p. xxii. 

1891 

SospiRi Di Roma (in irregular, unrhjrmed me- 
tre), printed for the Author by La Societa 
Laziale, Roma. Frontispiece: an etched 
portrait of William Sharp signed " Charles 
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Holroyd/' and dated ** Rome, 1891." 8vo, 
pp. 115. 

CONTENTS 

Prelude. 
Susurro. 

High Noon on the Campagna at Midsum- 
mer. 
Fior di Memoria. 
The Fountain of the Acqua Paola. 
Primo Sospiro di Primavera. 
Qouds. 

A Dream at Ardea. 
Red Poppies. 
The White Peacock. 
The Swimmer at Nemie. 
Al far della Notte. 
Thistledown. 
The Two Ruins. 
The Shepherds. 
AirOra della Stella. 
The Mandolin. 
Bats-wings. 
La Velia. 
Spuma dal Mare. 
A Winter Evening in Rome. 
The Bather. 
At Veii. 

The Wild Mare. 
August Afternoon in Rome. 
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The Olives of Tivolie. 

Scirocco. 

The Wind at Fidenae. 

Sorgendo la Luna. 

In July : Agro Romano. 

The Naker Rider. 

The Fallen Goddess. 

De Profundis. 

Ultimo Sospiro. 

1892 
The Life and Letters of Joseph Sctern. 
London. Sampson Lowe, Marston & Co. 
8vo, pp. XX and 308. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

I. Frontispiece: Portrait of Severn 

(1822) by Seymour Kirkup. 

II. Title Page: Portrait of Keats from 

an unpublished Picture by Sev- 
ern. 

III. Silhouette of Keats. 

IV. Facsimile of Page of Severn's 

Journal on board the Maria 

Crowther. 
V. Facsimile of unfini^ed letter. 
* VI. Drawing of Keats in his last illness. 
VII. Facsimile of letter from Leigh 

Hunt. 
VIII. Mourning Figure (in an unfinished 

letter by Severn). 
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iX. Drawing of a Lady of Genzano. 
X. Group from the Italian Fountain. 
XI, Group for " A Pastoral." 
XII. Stady of central figure in '* Sicilian 

Mariner's Hymn." 
XIIL Mother and Child, from "the 

Roman Ave Maria." 
XIV. Earliest Study of " Ariel Aflight." 
XV. Autograph Portrait of Severn. 
XVI. The Graves of Severn and Keats. 
XVII. Study for the Picture of "Ariel 
Aflight" 
A Fellowe and His Wife. By Blanche Wil- 
lis Howard and William Sharp. London. 
James R. Osgood, Mac Uvain & Co. 8vo, 
p. 266. 

In this novel the letters of Count von 
Jaromar were written by Blanche Willis 
Howard, and those of Countess von Jaro- 
mar by William Sharp. It was issued also 
in 1892 in the Tauchnitz Collection of Brit- 
ish Authors^ as Vol. 2813. 
The Red Rioi^ : A Romance of the Garibal- 
dian Campaign in the two Sicilies. Issued 
serially in the Weekly Budget. James Hen- 
derson and Sons, Ltd. 
The Pagan Review: No. i. August, 1892. 
Edited by W. H. Brooks. Buck's Green 
Rudgwick, p. 64. The paper cover bears 
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the motto " Sic Transic Gloria Grundi." 

CONTENTS 

Foreword. 

W. S. Fanshaw: The Black Madonna. 
Geo. Gascoigne: The Coming of Love. 
WUland Dreeme: The Pagans : A Romance. 

(Book I.) 
Lionel Wingrave: The Untold Story. 
James Marazion: The Rape of the Sabines. 
Charles Verlayne: The Oread. 
Wm. Windover: Dionysos in India. 
Contemporary Record 
Editorial 
Of this review No. I only was issued ; it was 
written entirely by William Sharp under the 
pseudonyms of Editor and seven contri- 
butors. 8vo, pp. 64. 

1893 
The Last of the Vikings: Beings the Ad- 
ventures in the East and the West of Sig- 
urd, the Boy King of Norway. Issued se- 
rially in the Old and Young. Nos. 1659- 
1674. James Henderson and Sons, Ltd. 
London. 

1894 
Fair Women in Painting and Poetry. Is- 
sued in The Portfolio Artistic Monographs. 
Edited by P. G. Hamerton. London. See- 
ley and Co., pp. 80. 
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ILLUSTRATIONS 

Plates: 
The Snake in the Grass. By Sir Joshua 

Reynolds Frontispiece 

Portrait of Mrs. Langtry. By G. F. Watts, 

R.A. 
Portrait of a Lady. By Bemadino Luini. 
Lady Hamilton as Ariadne. By George 

Romney. 

Illustrations in the Text: 
Greek or Graeco Roman Portrait. 
Three Ladies of the Rushout Family. By 

Andrew Plimer. 
Girl Playing the Guitar. By Vermeer of 

Delft. 
The Countess of Westmorland. By the 

Marchioness of Granby. 
The Countess of Grammont. By Sir Peter 

Lely. 
Queen Elizabeth as Diana. By Vroom Cor- 
nelius. 
Princess Alix of Hesse. By F. A. Kaal- 

back. 
H. R. H. the Princess of Wales. By W. A. 

Richmond, A.R.A. 
Veronica Veronese. By D. G, Rossetti. 
Lavinia. By G. D. Leslie, R.A. 
Sarah Bernhardt. 
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Portrait of a Lady. By Piero della Fran- 

cesca. 
The Countess of Suffolk. By Daniel Myr- 

tens. 
Mile. Hillsberg. By John Hoppner, RA. 
Girl Blowing Bubbles. By J. G. Dronais. 
Nell Gwynne. By Sir Peter Ldy. 
Cleopatra. By A. Tadema, R.A. 
Another edition of this work was published 
in the Miniature Portfolio Monographs in 

1907, pp. ix and 216. 

Vistas. Issued in the ''Regent Library," 
printed by Frank Murray at the Moray 
Press, Derbyshire. i2mo, pp. 184. 

CONTENTS 

I. Finis. 

II. The Passion of Pcre Hilarion. 

III. The Birth of a Soul. 

IV. A Northern Night. 
V. The Black Madonna. 

VI. The Last Quest. 

VII. The Fallen God. 

VIII. The Coming of the Prince. 

IX. The Passing of Lilith. 

X. The Lute Player. 
A Re-issue was published by David Nutt in 

1908. (See also American Publications.) 

1896 
Madge o' the Pool: The Gipsey Christ 

37^ 



Bibliography 

AND Other Tales. Westminster. Archi- 
bajd^ Constable & Co., pp. 184. 

CONTENTS 

Madge o' the Pool. 

The Gipsey Christ. 

The Coward: an Episode of the Franco- 
Arab War. 

The Lady in Hosea. 

{See also The Gipsey Christ in Ameri- 
can Publications.) 
EccE Puella: and Other Prose Imagin- 
ings. London. Elkin Mathews. 8vo^ pp. 

124. 

contents 

I. Ecce Puella. 

II. Fragments from the Lost Journals of 

Piero di Cosimo. 

III. The Birth, Death, and Resurrection 

of a Tear. 

IV. The Sister of Compassion. 
V. The Hill-Wind. 

VI. Love in a Mist 

1898 

Wives in Exile: A Comedy in Romance. 

London. Grant Richards. Svo, pp. 343. 

1899 
Silence Farm. (A Novel.) London. Grant 
Richards. 8vo, pp. 253. 
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1902 

Progress of Art in the XIX Century: to 
which is added a History of Music in the 
XIX Century, by Elizabeth A. Sharp. 
London and Edinburgh. W. & R. Cham- 
bers, Ltd. 8vo, pp. 456. 

Frontispiece: Reproduction of Photo- 
graphs — portrait of William Sharp taken 
in Dublin in 1896. This volume was writ- 
ten for, and forms Vol. XXII of The 
Nineteenth Century Series, edited by Jus- 
tin McCarthy and others. The Linscott 
Publishing Co.: Toronto and Philadelphia. 

1904 

Literary Geography. London. "Pall Mall 
Publications." 8vo, pp. xvi and 248. 

CONTENTS 

The Country of George Meredith. 

Illustrations by William Hyde, etc. 
The Country of Stevenson. 

Illustrations by James Cadenhead, R. 
Noble, R. S. A., etc. 
Dickens' Land. 

Illustrated by Special Photographs. 

Scott-Land. 

Illustrated by Muirhead Bone, etc. 

The Country of George Eliot. 

Illustrated by Muirhead Bone, etc. 
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Thackeray-Land. 

Illustrated by Edgar Wilson. 
The Bronte Country. 

Illustrated by M. Greiffenhagen. 
Ay 1 win-Land. (Wales and East Anglia.) 

Illustrated by Hedley Fitton, etc. 
The Carlyle-Country. 

Illustrated by Hedley Felton, etc. 
The Literary Geography of the English 
Lakes. 

Illustrated by W. Russell Flint, etc. 
The Literary Geography of the Thames. 

Illustrated by Russell Flint, etc. 
The Literary Geography of the Lake of 
Geneva. 

Illustrated by Special Photographs. 
A Re-issue of this work appeared in 1907. 
London : " Pall Mall Publications." 

1909 

Songs and Poems, Old and New. By Wil- 
liam Sharp (Fiona Macleod). London. 
Elliot Stock. 8vo, pp. xii and 228. 

CONTENTS 

Song (1879). 

From The Human Inheritance: (18S2) 

Childhood's Inheritance. 

Young Love. 

Motherhood. 
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Poems: (1889-1893) 

Oceanus. 

A Paris Nocturne. 

Robert Browning. 

The Man and the Centaur. 

Dionysos in India. 
Sonnets: (1893) 

Sonnet Sequence, I- VIII. 

An Untold Story, MI. 

The Veils of Silence. 

Written by the Sea. 

The Menace of Autumn. 

Aftermath. 

Flora in January. 
Poems: (1893-1905) 

The Coming of Love. 

From Oversea. 

The White Flowers of January. 

The Lute Player. 

White Violets. 

The Sun Lord. 

The Summer Woman. 

Sycamore in Bloom. 

The Norland Wind. 

Spring's Advent. 

The Summer Wind. 

The Hill Water. 

Rainbow Shimmer. 

The Yellow Hammer's Song. 
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Vesper. 

The Song of the Sea Wind. 
The Ballad of the Rain. 
Capt'n Goldsack. 
A Cavalry Catch. 
Spanish Roses. 
The Sea-born Vine. 
Venilia. 

On a Nightingale in April. 
The Dirge of the Republic. 
Into the Silence. 
The Hill Road to Ardmore. 
White Rose. 
Echoes of Joy. 

When the Greenness Is Come Again. 
A Hazard of Love. 
The Honeymoon Rose. 
It Happened in May. 
Nightingale Lane. 
Blossoms in Snow. 
The Dandelion. 
The Dream Wind. 
Triad. 

In Memoriam. 
Bibliographical Note by Mrs. William 
Sharp. 

1912. 
Selected Writings of William Sharp in 
Five Volumes. Arranged by Mrs. William 

379 



WUliam Sharp 

Sharp. Wm. Heinemann. 1912. London. 
(See also American Publications.) 

Vol. I. Poems 

Contents: Similar to those of Songs and 
PoEics^ Old and New, 1909 ; with the fol- 
lowing additions and deletions: 

Additions: 

Foreword. 

From The Human Inheritance: (1882) 

To E. A. S. 

The Redeemer. 

Lines. 
From Earth's Voices: (1884) 

The Song of Flowers. 

Song of the Cornfields. 

The Field Mouse. 

The West Wind. 

Hymn of the Forest. 

Moonrise from lona. 

Moonrise on the Venetian Lagoons. 

Moonrise on the Antarctic. 
Australian Sketches: 

The Last Aboriginal. 

The Corobberee. 

Justice. 

Noon — Silence. 
Australian Transcripts: 

An Orange Grove. 
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Black Swans on the Murray Lagoon. 

Breaking Billows at Sorrento. 

Shea-Oak Trees on a Stormy Day. 

Mid-noon in January. 

In the Fern. 

Sunset amid the Buffalo Mountains. 

The Flying Mouse. 

The Bell-Bird. 

The Wood Swallow. 

The Rock Lily. 

The Flame-Tree. 
From Sospiri di Roma: (1891) 

High Noon on the Campagna at Mid- 
summer. 

The Fountain of Acqua Paola. 

A Dream at Ardca. 

The Shepherd. 

La Velia. 

Spuma del Mare. 

The Bather. 

Epilogue: II Bosico Sacro. 
To Poems: (1889-1893) 

Ballad of the Sea-Wind. 

Deletions: 
Song (1879). 
From Poems: (1893-1905) 
The Coming of Love. 
White Violets. 
Vesper. 
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The Ballad of the Ram. 
Capt'n Goldsack. 
A Cavalry Catch. 
A Hazard of Love. 
The Honeymoon Rose. 
Vol. II. Studies and Appreciations. 

CONTENTS 

The Sonnet: Its Characteristics and His- 
tory. 

Shakespeare's Sonnets. 

Great Odes. 

" La Jeune Belgique.'* 

Sainte-Beuve. 

The Modem Troubadours. 

Some Dramas of Gabriele d'AnnuQzio. 

Italian Poets of Tods^y. 

The Heroic and Legendary Literature of 
Brittany. 

The Sevenfold Need. 

Bibliographical Note. 
Vol. III. Papers Critical and Reminis- 

CENT. 

CONTENTS 

Matthew Arnold. 

Robert Browning. 

Rossetti in Prose and Verse. 

Some Reminiscences of Christina Rossetti. 

Philip Bourke Marston. 
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Sir Edward Burne Jones- 
Personal Reminiscences of Walter Pater. 
Swinburne. 
Meredith. 
Thomas Hardy. 
Eugene Lee-Hamilton. 

The Hotel of the Beautiful Star. 
Bibliographical Note. 
Vol. IV. Literary Geography and Travel 
Sketches. Contents the same as original 
edition of Literary Geo€»aphy (1904) 
except for the deletion of : 

Dickens Land. 

Scott Land. 

The Literary Geography of the Eng- 
lish Lakes 
and the addition of Travel Sketches. 

Through Nelson's Duchy. 

The Land of Theocritus. 

Rome in Africa. 

Bibliographical Note. 
Vol. V. Vistas and Other Prose Imagin- 
ings. 

contents 

VISTAS 

Finis. 

The Passion of Pere Hilarion. 

The Birth of a Soul. 
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A Northern Night. 
The Black Madonna. 
The Last Quest. 
The Fallen Goddess. 
The Coming of the Prince. 
The Passing of Lilith. 
The Lute Player. 
The Whisperer. 

Madge o' the Pool 
The Gipsy Christ. 
Madge o' the Pool. 
The Lady in Hosea. 

ECCE PUELLA 

Ecce Puella. 

Fragments from the Lost Journal of Piero 

di Cosimo. 
The Birth, Death and Resurrection of a 

Tear. 
The Hill Wind. 
Love in a Mist. 
The Sister of Compassion. 
The Merchant of Dreams. 
Bibliographical Note. 
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Bibliography 

INTRODUCTORY STUDIES, AND 

POEMS CONTRIBUTED TO 

VARIOUS PUBLICATIONS 

1882 

To Sonnets of Three Centuries, edited 
by T. Hall Caine. London. Elliot Stock. 
The Sonnet " Spring Wind." 

Contributions to Anthologies and Reprints, 
published by Walter Scott, Ltd. London. 

1885 

Introduction to the Poems of Sir Walter 
Scott. II Vols. (Canterbury Series.) 

Introductory Study to the Songs and Son- 
nets OF Shakespeare. (Canterbury Se- 
ries.) 

Introduction to De Quincy's Confession of 
AN Opium Eater. (Camelot Classics.) 

Introduction to Allan Cunningham's Great 
English Painters. (Camelot Classics.) 

1886 
Study on The Sonnet: Its History and 
Characteristics, being the Preface to 
William Sharp's anthology, The Sonnets 
of This Century. (Canterbury Series.) 
The second edition contained two Sonnets 
by him : " Spring- Wind " and " A Midsum- 
mer Hour," which were withdrawn from 
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later editions. In 1900 the title was altered 
to "Sonnets of the NiNETEENtH Cen- 
tury." 

1887 
Introduction to Alfred Austin's Days of the 

Year. 
Memorial Introduction to For a Song's Sake 
by Philip B. Marston. ( Canterbury Series ) . 
To Ballads and Rondeaus, etc. (Canter- 
bury Series) re-edited by Gleeson White, 
William Sharp contributed three poems. 
The Ballad of Vain Hopes. 
The Ballad of the Sea-Wind. 
The Ballad of the Sca-Folk. 

1888 
Introduction to Song-Tide by Philip B. 
Marston. (Canterbury Series.) 

1889 

Critical Introduction to Anthology of Amer- 
ican Sonnets selected by William Sharp. 
(Canterbury Series.) 
To Sea-Music — ^anthology arranged by Mrs. 
William Sharp (Canterbury Series) W* S. 
contributed four poems: 
" The Sea-Spell." 
"Atlantic Combers." 
" The Sea in Bondage." 
" Jhe Swimmer at Sunrise." 
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(See also Songs and Poems^ Old 
AND New, 1909.) 

1890 
Critical Introduction to Great Odes selected 

by William Sharp. (Canterbury Series.) 
Critical Memoir to an English Translation of 

Essays on Men and Women by C. A. 

Sainte-Beuvc. (Masterpieces of Foreign 

Authors.) London. David Scott. 

1896 

Introduction to selection of Poems by Mat- 
thew Arnold. (Canterbury Series.) 

Introduction and Notes to Lyra Cetica : an 
Anthology of Representative Celtic 
Poetry. Edited by Elizabeth A. Sharp. 
Edinburgh. P. Greddes & Coll. 

Introduction and Notes to The Poems of Os- 
siAN translated by James Macpherson. 
Edinburgh. P. Geddes & Coll. 

1901 
Introduction to Selection of Poems by C. A. 
Swinburne, arranged by William Sharp for 
the Tauchnitz Collection of British Authors. 
Leipzic. 

1903 
Introduction to Poems by Eugene Lee-Ham- 
ilton. (CaHierbury Series.) 
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PART II 

ORIGINAL WORKS OF WILLIAM 

SHARP PUBLISHED UNDER THE 

PSEUDONYM " FIONA MAC- 

LEOD." 



1894 
Pharais: a Romance of the Isles. Is- 
sued in The Regent Library. Published by 
Frank Murray at the Moray Press, Derby- 
shire. i2mo, pp. 171. Re-issued in 1907 
by T. N. Foulis. Edinburgh. 

1895 
The Mountain Lovers. London. John 

Lane. (Boston: Roberts Bros.) Issued 
in The Keynote Series, No. XVII. 8vo, pp. 
241. A second edition was printed in 1906. 
John Lane. London and New York. 
The Sin-Eater and Other Tales. Edin- 
burgh. P. Geddes & Coll. 8vo, pp. 294. 
(See also American Publications.) 

contents 

Prologue. (From lona.) 
I. The Sin-Eater. 
The Ninth Wave. 
The Judgment of God. 
II. The Harping of Cravetheen. 
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III. Tragic Landscapes. I-III. 

IV. The Anointed Man. 
The Dan-nan-Ron. 
Green Branches. 

V. The Daughter of the Sun. 

The Birdeen. 

Silk o' the Kine. 
Re-issued in 1899 by David Nutt, London. 
The Washer of the Ford and Other Leg- 
endary Moralities. Edinburgh. P. Ged- 
des & Coll. (S^^ also American Publica- 
tions.) 8vo, pp. 320. 

contents 
Prologue. 

Legendary Moralities: 

I. The Washer of the Ford. 
II. Muime Chriosd. 

III. The Fisher of Men. 

IV. The Last Supper. 

V, The Dark Nameless One. 
VI. The Three Marvels of Hy. 
The Annir-Choille. 
The Shadow-Seers. 
Seanachas : 

I. The Song of the Sword. 
II. The Flight of the Culdces. 

III. Mircath. 

IV. The Laughter of Scathach the 

Queen. 
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Ula and Urku 

Re-issued in 1899 by David Nutt London. 
Reissue of the Shorter Stories of Fiona 
Macleod: re-arranged, with additional 
tales. Patrick Geddes and Colleagues. 
Edinburgh. 8vo. 
Vol. L Spiritual Tales^ pp. 208. 

CONTENTS 

St. Bride of the Isles. 
The Three Marvels of lona. 
The Melancholy of Ulad. 
Ula and Urla. 
The Dark Nameless One. 
The Smoothing of the Hand. 
The Anointed Man. 
The Hills of Ruel. 
The Fisher of Men. 
The Last Supper. 
The Awakening of Aug^s Ogue. 
Vol. II. Barbaric Tales, pp. 202. 

CONTENTS 

The Song of the Sword. 

The Flight of the Culdees. 

Mircath. 

The Laughter of the Queen. 

The Harping of Cravetheen. 

Ahez the Pale. 

Silk 0' the Kine. 
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Cathal of the Woods. 
The Washer of the Ford. 
Vol. III. Tragic Romances, pp. 254. 

CONTENTS 

Morag of the Glen. 

The Dan-nan-Ron. 

The Sin-Eater. 

The Ninth Wave. 

The Judgment of God. 

Green Branches. 

The Archer. 

Re-issued in 1899 by David Nutt. London. 
Green Fire: A Romance. Westminster. 

Archibald, Constable & Co. 8vq, pp. 284. 
From the Hills of Dream. Mountain 

Songs and Island Runes. Edinburgh. 

Patrick Geddes & Coll. Prefaced with a 

Dedication to Arthur AUhallow [Geddes]. 

8vo, pp. 118. (See also American Publi- 

tion.) 

contents 

From the Hills of Dream : 
From the Hills of Dream. 
The White Peace. 
Cathair Silt. 

The Love-Kiss of Dermid and Graime. 
The Burden of the Tide. 
The Moon-Child. 
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Day and Night. 

An Old Tale of Three. 

In the Shadow. 

Morag of the Glen. 

The Green Lady. 

Sheiling Song. 

A Milking Song. (Sweet St Bride.) 

A Milking Song. (Aillsha-Ban.) 

Milking Sian. 

St. Bride's Lullaby. 

St. Bride's Warning. 

The Bandruidh. 

The Rainbow Bird. 

The Bugles of Dreamland. 

When the Dew Is Falling. 

The Shepherd. 

The Hills of Ruel. 

A Summer Air. 

The Soul's Armageddon. 

The Voice among the Dunes. 

The Summer Wind. 

The Vision. 

The Lost Star. 

The Hollow Land. 

Dream Fantasy. 

The Sorrow of Delight. 

The Rose of Flame. 

The Stone of Sorrow. 

The Mourners. 
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Foam of the Past : 

The Song of Cormac Conlingas. 

The Death-Faring of Cathal. 

The Moon Song of Cathal. 

The Sun Chant of Cathal. 

The Chart of Ardan the Pict. 

The Bird of Christ. 

The Thanksgiving of Colum. 

The War Song of the Vikings. 
• War Chant of the Islemen. 

The Washer of the Ford. 

The Laughter of the Sword. 

The Death of Shadow. 

The Ford of Death. 

The Washer of Souls. 

The Dance of Death. 

The End of Aodh-of-the-Songs. 
Lyric Runes: 

The Rune of Age. 

The Prayer of Women. 

The Rune of the Sorrow of Women. 

The Rune of the Passion of Women. 

The Faring of the Tide. 

The Rune of the Black Seal. 

The Rune of Manus MacCodrum. 

The Spell of the Sight. 

The Rune of the Four Winds, 
The Love Songs of Ian Mor: 

Alona. 
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Eilidh. 

Silk o' the Kine. 

Thy Dark Eyes to Mine 

Eilidh My Fawn. 

Cor CordiuHL 

Love in Absence. 

The Unborn Child 

The Cosing Doors. 

Home. 

At the Last. 

From the Heart of a Woman : 

White Star of Time. 

Green Branches, 

Shule, Shule, Shule, Agrahl 

Lord of My Life. 

An Inscription. 

Pulse of My Heart 

My Birdeen. 

Isla. 

Hushing Song. 

Lullaby. 

Mo-Lennav-a-Chree. 

The Lonely Hunter. 
The Silence of Amor : 

The Shadowy Woodlands. 

At the Rising of the Moon. 

Nocturne. 

Lances of Gold. 

The Night Jar. 
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The Twilit- Waters. 

Evoe ! 

Grey and Rose. 

High Noon. 

The White Merle. 

The Immortals. 

The Weaver of Hope, 

The Golden Tides. 

Nocturne. 

The Reed Player. 

Hy Brazil. 

The Wild Bees. 

Whirled Stars. 

Orchel. 

Fuit Ilium. 

The Sea Shell. 

The White Procession. 

The Two Eternities. 

The Hills of Dream. 

Aerial Chimes. 
The Laughter of Peterkin : a Retelling of 
Old Tales of the Celtic Wonderland. 
Drawings by Sunderland Rollinsons. Lon- 
don. Archibald, Constable & Co. 1897. 
8vo, pp. 288. (See also American Publica- 
tion.) 

CONTENTS 

Prologue: The Laughter of Peterkin. 
The Four White Swans. 
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The Gate of the Sons of Turenn. 
Darthool and the Sons of Usna. 
Notes. 

1899 
The Dominion of Dreams. Westminster. 
Archibald, Constable & Co. 8vo, pp. 328. 

CONTENTS 

I. Dalua. 

By the Yellow Moonrock. 
The House of Sand and Foam. 
Lost. 

The White Heron. 
Children of the White Star. 
Alasdair the Proud. 
The Amadan. 
The Herdsman, 
n. The Book of the Opal. 
The Wells of Peace. 
In the Shadow of the Hills. 
The Distant Country. 
A Memory of Beauty. 
III. The Sad Queen. 

The Woman with the Net. 
Enya of the Dark Eyes. 
Honey of the Wild Bees. 
The Birds of Erin. 
Ulad of the Dreams. 
The Crying of Wind. 
Epilogue. 
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The Wind Shadow and the Soul. 
(Bibliographical Note.) 
A Re-issue was published in 1909. Consta- 
ble & Co. 
The Divine Adventure: Iona: By Sun- 
down Shores: Studies in Spiritual His- 
tory. London. Chapman and Hall, Ltd. 
8vo, pp. 324. (See also American Publi- 
cations.) 

contents 
The Divine Adventure. 
Iona. 

By Sundown. Shores: 
By Sundown Shores. 
The Wind, Silence and Love. 
Barabal: A Memory. 
The Sea-Madness. 
Earth, Fire and Water. 
Celtic. 
Notes. 

1902 
Wind and Wave: Selected Tales. Leipzig. 
Bemhard Tauchnitz. Issued in the "Col- 
lection of British Authors." Vol. 3609. 

contents 
Foreword. 
Part L Of the World That Is:— 
The Dan-nan-Ron. 
By the Yellow Moonrock. 
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The Judgment of God. 
The Dark Nameless One. 
The Fisher of Men. 
Silis. 

The Distant Country. 
Sea-Madness. 
Dalua. 
Part II. Of the World That Was: 
The Song of the Sword. 
Mircath. 

The Flight of the Culdees. 
The Daughter of Scathach the 

Queen. 
The Melancholy of Ulad. 
The Harping of Cravetheen. 
Honey of the Wild Bees. 
In Avalon. 
The Washer of the Ford. 

The Woman with the Net 

The Crying of the Wind. 

The Sad Queen. 

(See also Translations.) 

1904 

The Winged Destiny: Studies in the Spir- 
itual History of the Gael. London. Chap- 
man & Hall, Ltd. 8vo, pp. 366. (See 
also American Publications.) 
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CONTENTS 

Dedicatory Introduction. 
The Sunset of Old Tales : 
The Sunset of Old Tales. 
The Treud nan Ron. 
The Man on the Moor, 
The Woman at the Crossways. 
The Lords of Wisdom. 
The Wayfarer. 
Queens of Beauty. 
Orpheus and Oisin. 
Children of Water: 
Children of Water. 
Cuilidh Mhoire. 
Sea Magic. 
Fara-Ghaol. 
Sorrow on the Wind. 
The Lynn of Dreams. 
Maya. 
For the Beauty of an Idea : 

I. For the Beauty of an Idea. 

Prelude. 

Celtic. 

The Gaelic Heart. 
II. Anima Celtica: 

The Gael and His Heritage. 

Seumas: A Memory. 

Aileen: A Memory. 

The Four Winds of Eirinn. 
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" The Shadowy Waters." 
A Triad. 

The Ancient Beauty. 
The Wmged Destiny. 

1905 
The Sunset op Old Tales. Leipsig. Ber- 
nard Tauchnitz. Issued in the ** CoUection 
of British Authors," Vol. 3835, pp. 288. 

CONTENTS 

The Sunset of Old Tales. 
I. The Trend nan Ron. 
Orpheus and Oisin. 
Cathal of the Woods. 
Muime Chriosd. 
The Three Marvels of lona. 
Queens of Beauty. 
The Last Supper. 
The Awakening of Angus Ogne. 
II. The Children of Water. 
The Sea-Madness. 
Sea-Magic. 
Fara-Ghaol. 
Sorrow on the Wind. 
The Ninth Wave. 
The Hills of Ruel. 
The Amadan. 
III. The Ancient Beauty. 

Where the Forest Murmurs. 
After Note. 
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1906 
Where the Forest Murmurs: Nature Es- 
says. London: George Newnes, Ltd. 
New York: Charles Scribner & Son. 8vo. 
pp. 352. 

contents 

Where the Forest Murmurs, 

The Mountain Charm. 

The Qans of the Grass, 

The Tides. 

The Hill Tarn. 

At the Turn of the Year. 

The Sons of the North Wind. 

St. Brigit of the Shores. 

The Heralds of March. 

The Tribe of the Plover. 

The Awakener of the Woods. 

The Wild Apple. 

Running Waters. 

The Summer Heralds. 

The Sea Spell. 

Summer Qouds. 

The Cuckoo's Silence. 

The Coming of Dusk. 

At the Rising of the Moon. 

The Gardens of the Sea. 

The Milky Way. 

September. 
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The Children of the Wind and the Clans of 

Peace. 
Still Waters. 
The Pleiad-Month. 
The Rainy Hyades. 
Winter Stars, I and II. 
Beyond the Blue Septentrions. 
White Weather: A Mountain Reverie. 
Rosa Mystica. 

The Star of Rest: A Fragment 

1907 
From the Hills of Dream: Threnodies 
AND Songs and Later Poems. London. 
William Heinemann. 8vo, pp. 203. (5*^^ 
also American Publications.) (1901 and 
1907.) 

contents 
Through the Ivory Gates : 

The Secret Dews. 

The Enchanted Valleys. 

The Valley of White Poppies. 

The Valley of Silence. 

Dream Meadows. 

Grey Pastures. 

Longing. 

The Singer in the Woods. 

By the Grey Stone. 

The Valley of Pale Blue Flowers. 

Remembrance. 
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The Veiled Avenger. 
The Bells of Sorrow. 
The Unknown Wind. 
Dead Love. 
The Moon Child. 
The Lords of Shadow. 
Invocation to Peace. 

{Naoi Miannain. 
Nine Desires. 
Foam of th^ Past : 
L Dedication. 

Leaves, Shadows and Dreams. 

The Lament of Ian the Proud. 

Deirdre Is Dead. 

Heart o' Beauty. 

The Monody of Isia the Singer. 

White Hands. 

The Desire and Lamentation of 

Coel. 
The Sorrow of the House of Lir. 
The Chant of Ardan the Pict. 
The Lamentation of Balva the 

Monk. 
The Last Night of Ardan the Cul- 

die. 
Oona of the Dark Eyes and the 

Crying of Wind. 
The Love-Song of Drostan. 
The Cup. 
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The White Peace. 

Day and Night. 

The Lost Star. 

The Under Song. 

Prayer of Women. 

The Sorrow of Women. 

The Rune of Age. 

The Rune of the Four Winds. 
The Hour of Beauty : 
Dim Face of Beauty. 
Dreams within Dreams. 
A Cry on the Wind. 
Vale. Amor ! 
The Rose of Flame. 
Flame on the Wind. 
The Rose of Night. 
I-Brazil. 

Love and Sorrow. 
Song in My Heart. 
Mo Bron ! 
Sorrow. 

The Founts of Love. 
The Bells of Youth. 
Song of Apple Trees. 
Roseen-Dhu. 
The Shrew Mouse. 
The Last Fray. 
The Dirge of Clan Suibhail. 
The Exile. 
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The Shadow. 
Oran Bhroin. 

At the Coming of the Wild Swans. 
The Weaver of Snow. 
A Song of Dreams. 
Easter. 

When There Is Peace. 
Time. 
Invocation. 
The Mystic's Prayer. 
Note by Mrs. William Sharp. 

1908 
The Immortal Hour: a Drama in Two 
Acts. Edinburgh and London. T. N. 
Foulis. 8vo, pp. 53. (See also American 
Publications.) 

1909 
A Little Book of Nature. Edinburgh and 
London. T. N. Foulis, pp. 67. Issued in 
the Holyrood Series, This Collection of 
Nature Thoughts was selected from the 
writings of " Fiona Macleod " by Mrs. 
William Sharp, and arranged with a signed 
Foreword by Mrs. R. L. Shields. (See 
also American Publications.) 

1910 
The Works of " Fiona Macleod." Uni- 
form Edition, Arranged by Mrs. William 
Sharp. London. William Heinemann. 8vo. 
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Vol. I. "Pharais" and "The Mountain 

Lovers," pp. 401. | 

VoL 11. "The Sin-Eater" and "The 
Washer of the Ford," pp. 489. 
The Sin-Eater: 

contents 
Prologue — From lona. 
The Sin-Eater. 
The Ninth Wave. 
The Judgment of God. 
The Harping of Cravetheen. 
Silk o' the Kine. 
Ula and Urla. 
The Washer of the Ford : 

contents 
Prologue. 
L^endary Moralities: 

1. The Washer of the Ford. 

2. St. Bride o| the Isles. 

3. The Fisher of Men. 

4. The Last Supper. 

5. The Dark Nameless One. 

6. The Three Marvels of Hy, 

7. The Woman with the Net. 
Cathal of the Woods. 
Seanachas : 

1. The Song of the Sword. 

2. The Flight of the Culdees. 
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3. Mircath. 

4. The Sad Queen, 

5. The Laughter of Scathach the 
Queen. 

6. Ahez the Pale. 

7. The King of Is and Dahut the 
Red. 

Bibliographical Note. 
Vol. III. The Dominion of Dream : Un- 
der THE Dark Star (pp. 428). 

CONTENTS 

The Dominion of Dreams: 
I. Dalua. 

By the Yellow Moonrock. 

Lost. 

Morag of the Glen. 

The Light. 

The Dark Hour of Fergus. 

The Hills of Rud. 

The Archer. 

The Birdeen. 
II. The Book of Opal. 

The Wells of Peace. 

In the Shadow of the Hills. 

The Distant Country. 

A Memory of Beauty. 
III. Enya of the Dark Eyes. 

The Crying of Wind. 

Honejr of the Wild Bees. 
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The Birds of Ewar. 
Ulad of the Dreams. 

Epilogue : 
The Wind, the Shadow and the 
Sotd. 
Under the Dark Star: 
The Anointed Man. 
The Dan-nan-Rou. 
Green Branches. 
Chfldren of the Dark Star. 
Alasdair the Proud. 
The Amadan. 
Note the First Edition. 
Bibliographical Note. 
Vol. IV. The Divine Adventure: Iona. 
Studies in Spiritual History 

(pp. 434). 

CONTENTS 

The Divine Adventure. 

lona. 

By Sundown Shores: 

By Sundown Shores. 

The Wind, Silence and Love. 

Barabal: A Memory. 

The White Heron. 

The Smoothing of the Hand, 

The White Fever. 

The Sea Madness. 

Earth, Fire and Water. 
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From " Green Fire " : 
The Herdsman. 
Fragments. 
A Dream. 
Notes. 

Bibliographical Note. 
Vol. V. The Winged Destiny: Studies 
IN THE Spiritual History of 
Gael (pp. 392). 

CONTENTS 

The same as in original edition (1904) 
with the addition of Two Tales : 
to The Sunset of Old Tales: 

The Awakening of Angus Og. 
to Anima Celtica: 

Two Old Songs of May. 
Vol. VI. The Silence of Amor : Where 
THE Forest Murmurs: 

CONTENTS 

The Silence of Amor. 

The same as in From the Hills of 
Dream (1896). 
Tragic Landscapes. 
Where the Forest Murmurs. 

The same as in the ist Edition 
(1906). 
Bibliographical Note. 
Vol. Vn. Poems and Dramas: 
CONTENTS, pp. 455 and I. 
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Poems 
From the Hills of Dream: 

From the Hills of Dream. 

White Star of Time. 

Eilidh My Fawn. 

Thy Dark Eyes to Mine. 

Green Branches. 

Shule, Shule, Shule, Agrab! 

Lord of My Life. 

The Lonely Hmiter. 

Cor Cordimn. 

The Rose of Flame* 

Isla. 

An ImmortaL 

The Vision. 

Pulse of My Heart 

Mo-Lennav-a-Chree. 

My Birdeen. 

Lullaby. 

The Bugles of Dreamland. 

Morag of the Glen. 

The Hills of Ruel. 

Shieling Song. 

The Bandruidh. 

The Moonchild. 

The Rune of the Four Winds. 

Dream Fantasy. 

Mater Consolatrix. 
Qosing Doors: 
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At the Last. 

In the Shadow. 

The Star of Beauty. 

An Old Talc of Three. 

The Burden of the Tide. 

When the Dew Is Falling. 

The Voice Among the Dunes. 

The Under Song. 

Dead Love. 

The Soul's Armageddon. 

Day and Night. 

The White Peace. 

The Lost Star. 

The Rune of Age. 

Miann. 

Desire. 
From the Heart of a Woman: 

The Prayer of Women. 

The Rune of the Passion of 
Women. 

The Rune of the Sorrow of 
Women. 
Foam of the Past: 
The same as in the Edition of 1907, 
with additions thereto of: 

Dalua. 

The Song of Fionala. 

The Song of .Eifa. 

The Washer of the Ford. 
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Miann Desire (in the place of 
Naoi Miannain.) 
Through the Ivory Gate: 

The same as in the Edition of 1907, 
save for the deletion of Naoi 
Miannain. 
The Dirge of the Four Cities. 
The Hour of Beauty: 

The same as in the Edition of 1907, 
with addition of one poem " On 
a Redbreast Singing at the 
Grave of Plato." 

Dramas 
Foreword. 

The Immortal Hour. 
The House of Usna. 
Bibliographical Note. 
To "Fiona Macleod," Sonnet. By 
Alfred Noyes. 



AMERICAN PUBLICATIONS AND IS- 
SUES OF WRITINGS SIGNED 
"WILLIAM SHARP." 
1892 
Flower o' the Vine: Romantic Ballads 
and Sospiri di Roma. With an Introduc- 
tion by Thomas A. Janvier. New York. 
Charles Webster & Co. 8vo, pp. xii and 
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i88. Contents of Romantic Ballads the 
same as 2nd English Edition (1889) with 
addition of ** The Last Voyage of Keir the 
Monk;" of Sospiri di Roma the same as 
Roman Edition (1891) with addition of 
" Epilogue." 
A Fellowe and His Wife. By Blanche 
Willis Howard and William Sharp. Har- 
pers. New York. The same as English 
Edition, 1892. 

1894 
Vistas. Chicago. Stone and Kimball (Green 
Tree Series). Same as English Edition 
(1894) with addition of "The Whisperer" 
and a Foreword. 8vo, pp. 182. A Second 
Edition was printed in 1894; and a new 
edition issued in 1906 by Duffield & Co. 
New York. 

1895 
The Gipsy Christ and Other Tales. Chi- 
cago. Stone and Kimball (Carnation Se- 
ries). 8vo, pp. 282. 

CONTENTS 

The Gipsy Christ. 
Madge o' the Pool. 
The Coward. 
A Venetian Idyl. 
The Graven Image. 
The Lady in Hosea. 
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Froken Bergiiot. 

1896 
Wives in Exile (a nofvd). Bostoo» Bfass. 
Lamson and Wcdffe. 

1898 
Ciitkal Studies awiir flmte d to Chaiies Dudley 
Warner's Library of Best Ljteratuke: 
Ancient and Modern. New York. The 
studies marked with * were written in ccd- 
laboration with Ernest Rhys, and are 
signed fay both authors: 

To VoL V.— *On Celtic literatare- 
To VoL VII.— On Henri Qmscience: 
To VoL XIV.— On Icelandic Litera- 
ture. 
To VoL XVL— On Maarten Maar- 



To VoL XVL— On Maurice Maeter- 
linck. 
To VoL XVin.— *Oii Myths and 

Folklore of Ajyan People. 
To VoL XIX.— * On Ossian. 
To VoL XXVI.— On Hersart de la 
Villemarque. 
1902 
Pbogrbss of Art in the XIX Century: be- 
ing the XXVI Volume of the Nineteenth 
Coitury Series, edited by Justin McCarthy 
and odiers. Philadelphia. Toronto: The 
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Linscott Publishing Co. 8vo, pp. 456. 
Edinburgh. 

1907 

Fair Women in Painting and Poetry. 
New York. E. P. Dutton & Co. Same as 
English edition issued as a Miniature Port- 
folio Monograph (1907). 

1909 

Songs and Poems^ Old and New. Issued 
by Messrs. Duffield. New York. Same 
as English edition. 

1912, etc. 

Selected Writings of William Sharp in 
V volumes arranged by Mrs. William 
Sharp. New York. Duffield & Co. For 
contents see English edition (1912). 

AMERICAN EDITIONS OF WORKS 
SIGNED "FIONA MACLEOD.*' 

1895 

Pharais: (a Romance of the Isles. Chi- 
cago. Stone & Kimball. (Green Tree Se- 
ries). A second edition was published by 
Duffield & Co, New York, 1907. 

Mountain Lovers. Boston, Mass. Roberts 
Bros. 2nd edition, 1906. New York and 
London. John Lane. 

The Sin-Eater: and Other Tales and 
Episodes. Chicago. Stone & Kimball. A 
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2nd edition was printed in 1907 by Duffield 
& Co., New York. For conts^ts fee 
English edition of 1895. 

1896 

Green Fire: a Romance. New York. 

The Washer of the Ford: Legendary 
Moralities and Barbaric Tales. Chicago. 
Stone & Kimball. The 2nd edition was is- 
sued by Duffield & Co. in 1907. For con- 
tents see English edition 1896. 

1899 

The Dominion of Dreams. Issued by 
Frederick Stokes & Co., New York. For 
CONTENTS see English edition 1899. 

Publications issued by Thomas B. Mosher, 
Portland, Maine. 

1901 

Celtic: a Study in Spiritual History; 
afterwards incorporated in The Winged 
Destiny, 1904. 

1902 

The Silence of Amor. Similar to the Eng- 
lish version in From the Hills of Dream, 
1896; with the addition of "When Dalua 
Was Prince of This World/' " Of Blossom 
and Wind," "The Enchanted Book'' and 
" Foreword." 

By Sundown Shores (in the Brocade Se- 
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ries). Similar to the version in the English 
edition of The Divine Adventure: Iona, 
etc, 1900; with the addition of " The Lynn 
of Dreams " of " Sheumas : a Memory " 
(incorporated later in The Winged Des- 
tiny), and of Prologue. 

1903 

The Divine Adventure. (In the Old 
World Series.) The same as the titular 
section in the English edition The Divine 
Adventure: Iona, etc., 1900, with an 
added Foreword and Explanatory Notes. 

1903 

Deirdre and the Sons of Usna, (The Old 
World Series. Reprinted from The 
Laughter of Peterkin (London), with 
added Notes and Dedicatory Preface. 

The House of Usna: a Drama. Reprinted 
from The Fortnightly Review, 1900, with 
Foreword added. 

1904 

Ulad of the Dreams. (The Brocade Se- 
ries.) Reprinted from The Dominion of 
Dreams. 

The Tale of the Four White Swans. 
{The Brocade Series.) Reprinted from 
The Laughter of Peterkin, with added 
Dedication. 
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1901 and 1904 
From the Hills of Dream: Threnodies, 
Songs and Other Poems. (The Old 
World Series.) pp. 148. 

CONTENTS 

Through the Ivory Gates: 
Under the Evening Star. 
The Enchanted Valleys. 
The Valley of White Poppies. 
The Valley of Silence. 
Dream Meadows. 
Grey Pastures. 
Longing. 
Remembrance. 
The Singer in the Woods. 
Requiem. 
From The Heart of a Woman : 
I. The Prayer of Women. 

The Rune of the Sorrow of 

Women. 
The Rune of the Passion of 

Women. 
The Shepherd, 
n. White Star of Time. 
Green Branches. 
Shule, Shule, Shule, Agrah! 
Lord of My Life. 
Isla. 
An Immortal. > 
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The Vision. 

Hushing Song. 

Mo-Lennav-a-Chree. 

Lullaby. 

My Birdeen. 

The Rose of Flame. 

Pulse of My Heart. 

The Under Song. 

The White Peace. 

The Lonely Hunter. 
From the Hills of Dream: 
From the Hills of Dream. 
The Unknown Wind. 
A Milking Sian. 
The Kye Song of St. Bride. 
St. Bride's Lullaby. 
When the Dew Is Falling. 
Invocation of Peace. 
Mater Consolatrix. 
The Soul's Armageddon. 
Cantilena Mundi. 
The Bugle's Dreamland. 
The Hills of Ruel. 
Dalua. 

Morag of the Glen. 
The Lords of Shadow. 
The Rune of the Four Winds. 
The Moon-Child. 
Naoi Miannain. 
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Nine Desires. 
Foam of the P&st: 
I. Dedication. 
White Hands. 
Heart o* Beauty. 
The Lament of Ian the Proud. 
Oona of the Dark Eyes and the 

Crying of Wind. 
The Monody of Isla the Singer. 
The End of Aodh-of-the-Songs. 
II. The Love-chaunt of Cormac Con- 
lingas. 
The Washer of the Ford. 
The Death Dirge for Cathal. 
The Moon-Song of Cathal. 
The Song of Fionula. 
The Chant of Ardan the Pict. 
The Song of Deirdre. 
The Sun-chant of Cathal. 
The Death-Shadow. 
The Meditation of Cohim. 
The Lamentation of Balva the 
Monk. 

The Last Night of Artan the Cul- 

dee. 
The Death-Dance. 
The Song of Ahez the Pale. 
Closing Doors : 
Closing Doors. 
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The Staf of Beauty. 
In the Shadow. 
Ah Old tale of Three. 
The Crimson Mooti. 
The Tryst of Queen Hynde. 
The Cup. 

The Love-Kiss of Dermid and Gratme. 
The Song of Fionula. 
Dim Face of Beauty. 
The Mourners. 
Dead Love. 
The Rune of Age. 
Leaves, Shadows and Dreams. 
The Voice Among the Dunes. 
The Veiled Avenger. 
The Three Evils of the Night. 
The Burden of the Tide. 
The Bells of Sorrow. 
( Miann. 
\ Desires. 
A second edition was published in 1904. 

1905 
The Isle of Dreams. (Old World Series.) 

A reprint of the section " lona " in The 
Divine Adventure: Ion a, etc. London, 
1900, with contents rearranged and aug- 
mented. 

igo6 
The Wayfarer. (The Ideal Series.) Re- 
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Leipsig, 1905. Authoriserte Ausgabe aus 
dem Englishen iibersitzt und eingeleiten von 
Winnibald Mey. 8vo, pp. 254. This vol- 
ume is translated in exact order from Wind 
AND Wave (1902), with the addition of 
four pages of notes and eleven pages of 
Foreword by W. M. The English Fore- 
word is not translated. 
Das Reich der Traumr Autoriserte Aus- 
gabe aus dem Englischen xibersetzt von 
Winnibald Mey. 8vo, pp. 311. 

Inhatt. 
Aus lona. 
Landschaftstragik. 
Die Schattenseher. 
Der Gesalbte. 
Im Schalten der Ziigel. 
Das Haus aus Sand und Schaum. 
Verloren. 

Die Neunte Woge. 
Der Stindenesser. 
Die Tochter der Sonne. 
Das Voglcin. 
Das Abendmahl. 
Muime Chriosd. 
Die Annir-Choille. 
Seidenhaar. 
Ula und Urla. 
Ulad der Traumer. 

426 



Bibliography 

Enya mit den dunklen Augen. 

Epilog. 

Anmerkungen. 

1910 

ViND OCH VAg : Kettiska Sagner. Valda och 
I Auktoriserad Cfversattning Utgifna af 
Karin Hirn. Stockholm. Wahlstrom & 
Widstrand. De poetiska ofvesaltningarma 
aro utforde af proken Aline Pipping. 8vo, 
pp. 239. 

Innehall 

Fiona Macleod — William Sharp. 

Dan-nan-Ron. 

Dalua. 

Fara Ghaol. 

Silis. 

Ahez-der-Bleka. 

Silkesh&r. 

Cathal frSn Skogarme. 

St. Bride fran Oarna. 

Ett Hus af Sand och Skum. 

Det Tjarran Landet. 

Den sista M&ltiden. 

GONTRIBUTIONS TO PERIODICALS, 

ENGLISH AND AMERICAN, 

SIGNED " WILLIAM SHARP " 

(exclusive of Book Reviewing and Art Criti- 
cism, etc., signed and unsigned, printed in 
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the Atheniieum, the Acade^, The idMrary 
World, The Glasgow Herald, etc*, lite.) 

1879 
The Secular Revkw. May 17. — on Rev- 



Go(M) Words. PA.— " Kiglit " {fomh) . 

The Exam^er. Jviy. — *' Because Ole Is 
•Filled with Sorrow «nd Tears " {sMnit). 

The Exakinbr. /Wy.— " Lo, in That Sha- 
dowy Place" {poem). 

The Examiner. Sep*. — "Religion" {son- 
net). 

Chambers' Journal. Dec. — 'T4i«>t]g^ the 
Fern." 

1880 

Modern Thought. Jan. — " Retrospect " 
{sonnet). 

Modern Thought. Feb. — On « ii>ass&g^e in 
the Koran. 

Good Words. May. — "Am Meer" (Two 
sonnets). 

1881 

Modern Thought. Nov. — on "Victor 
Hugo." 

'Modern Thought. June. — A "Ndte dn Cli- 
mate land Art. 

1882 

ATHEJfAEUM. Feb.— " Spring Wind " {son- 
net). . 

428 



Bibliography 

Athenaeum. Feb, — Four " Transcripts 
from Nature." 

Academy. June. — '' Sleepy Hollow " (poem). 

Academy. Sept. — " Mnemosyne " (sonnet). 

Academy. Sept. — "La Pia" (sonnet). 

Harper. Oct. — " Birchington Revisited " 
(poem). 

Portfolio. Nov. — on D. G. Rossetti and 
Pictorialism in Verse. 

Art Journal. Dec. — on Paolo Toschi and 
Corregio. 

1883 

Fortnightly. Feb. — on The Rossettis. 

Cassell's Mag. March. — "The Last Ab- 
original (poem). 

Literary World. May 18. — on Dante Ga- 
briel Rossetti. 

1884 

Art Journal. 1884, pp. loi and 133. — on 
Monte Oliveto and the Frescoes of Sodona. 

1885 

Athenaeum. Feb. — <m "Marius the Epi- 
curean." 

Good Words. May. — The City of Beautiful 
Towers («//.). 

Good Words. Nov. — on Chelsea Hospital 
and its Inhabitants (^U.). 

Good Words. Dec— " A Ballad of Tennis " 
i^jpoem). 
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Art Journal, p. 203. — "The Isle of Ar- 
ran/' 

1886 
Good Words. May. — "May in Surrey" 

(poem). 
Young Folks' Paper. — "Jack Noel's Leg- 
acy." A Story for Boys. 
Young Folks' Paper. — " Under the Banner 
of St. James." A Story for Boys, see p. 3. 

1887 
National Review. March. — on "Rossetti 

in Prose and Verse." 
National Review. June. — on The Royal 

Academy and the Salons. 
Eclectic Mag. May. — on The Art of Ros- 

setti. 
Good Words. — "The Yellow Hammer's 
Song" (poem). 

1888 
Good Words. June. — A Venetian Idyll 

(UL). 
Scottish Art Review.-^VoI. I. Criticism on 
George Meredith's " Reading of Earth." 
Vol. I. Random Impressions from an 

Author's Notebook. 
Vol. I. "Love in My Heart" (poem). 
Vol. II. A Note on the ^Esthetic Devel- 
opment of America. 
Young Folks' Paper. — " The Secret of the 
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Seven Fountains." A Story for Boys, see 

p. 3. 

1889 

Harper's. Dec. — Through Bush and Fern 

New York Independent. Dec. 12. — "To 

Gladstone" (sonnet). 
National Review. April, — on The Sonnet 

in America. 
Good Words, p. 382. — A Memory of Verona 

(iU.). 

1890 

Harper's. June. — "Sycamores in Bloom" 
{poem). 

Art Review. June. — Fragments from the 
Lost Journal of Piero di Cosimo. 

Art Review.. June. — "On Robert Brown- 
ing" {poem). 

New York Independent. March. — " Gold- 
enhead" {poem). 

Belford's Magazine. Jan. — " In Memo- 
riam: Robert Browning" {ill.) {poem). 

Good Words, p. 617. — Reminiscences of the 
Marble Quarries of Carrara {ill.). 

1891 

Century. Dec. — "Remembrance" {poem). 
National Review. March.-^on American 
. Literature. 
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Atlantic Monthly. Dec— an Josqih Sev- 
ern and His Correspondents. 

1S92 

New York Independent. Aug, 25,^— " The 
Second Shadow: Being the Narrative of 
Jose Maria Santos y Bazan, Spanish Physi- 
cian in Rome. 

The Weekly Budget.— "The Red Rider." 
A serial story, see p. 3. 

Atlantic Monthly. May. — on Severn's 
Roman Journals. 

Good Words. June. — " Primavera di Capri " 
{poem) {Ul). 

Forum. July.— on Thomas Hardy. 

Academy. March.— on Maeterlinck. 

Harper. May.— "The Three Infinities" 
{poem). 

1893 
Old and Young.— "The Last of the Vik- 
ings." 

Nineteenth Century, /ww.— "La Jeune 
Belgique." 

Nineteenth Century. Dec— French-Af- 
rican Health Resorts. 

National Review. Jme.— on The Art of 
the Year. 

Gool> Words, p. rp6.—" Into the J^lence '* 
{poem). 
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GOO0 WoiM>s, p. /op.— " Frocken Bargliot " 

(story). 
Good Words^ J* 845, — "I^ove in a Mist" 

(story). 
New York Independent. Jan. — "The 

White Flowers of January " (poem). 
New York Inoependen/t, May. — '^The 

Return to Na^ture*" 
New York Independent, /irfy.— " Innis- 

more and. Ixmdon (.poem}. 

NrNETEENTH Century. fan. — en The New 
Winter-land of French Africa. 

Atlantic Monthly. Aug. — on Cardinal 
Lavigerie's Work in North Africa. 

Atlantic Monthly. Dec. — Some Personal 
Reminiscences of Walter Pater. 

Portfolio, fnfy. — on Fair Women in Paint- 
ing and Poetry (itt.). 

Hari^r. March. — ** The Weaver of Snow " 
(poem). 

Realm. Dec. — on The Child in Art. 

Art Journal. Jan. — ** Flora in January" 
(sonnet) (ill.). 

Art Journal. Feb, — 'V» Tclenpqen ?ind Its 

Vicinage («//.)• 
Art Journal. April. — "Vesper" (sonnet) 
(ill.) 
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Art Journal. July. — " The Peace of Stim- 
mer" {sonnet) (UL). 

Art Journal. OcL — "Aftennath" (sonr- 
net) (iU.). 

Literature. May 24. — on The Return to 
Nature. 

Chapbook (dicago). Sept. 75— "To Ed- 
mund Qarence Stedman {poem). 

Chapbook (Chicago). Sept. 15. — "The 
Birth of a Soul" {dramatic poem). 

189s 

Evergreen I. Spring iVo.— "The Norland 
Wind" {poem). 

Evergreen II. Autumn iVt?.— "The Hill- 
Water" {poem). 

Good Words, /an.— Through Northern 
Tunesia {ill). 

Harper. /wn^.^Rome in Africa {ill). 

Harper. Dec.— Tht Hebrid Isles {ill). 

Atlantic Monthly. June.— Somt Remin- 
iscences of Christina Rossetti. 

Chapbook (Chicago). Dec. J5._ Note on 
Belgian Renassence. 

1896 

Evergreen III. Summer No.— " Oceanus " 

{Two poems). 
Atlantic Monthly. Dec— on William 

Morris : the Man and His Work. 
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1898 

Atlantic Monthly. Sept. — on Sir Edward 

Burne Jones. 
Fortnightly LXIV. Aug. — on Sir Edward 

Burne Jones. 
Nineteenth Century. Sept. and Oct. — on 

The Art Treasures of America (in tzvo 

parts). 
Century. Nov. — "A Hazard of Love" 

(poem). 
Cosmopolitan. Nov. — on Rembrandt. 
Good Words. Dec. — The Eternal City. 
Art Journal, p. J77. — Puvis de Chavannes : 

an Appreciation. 
Literature. July 2. — Among My Books 

(No. 39). 

1899 
Good Words. June. — on Alfred Austin. 
Good Words. July. — on George Meredith. 
New York Independent. July. — on George 

Meredith. 
Literature. July. — "The Ballad of the 

Ram" (poem). 
Literature. July. — The Cafe of the Blind. 

1900 

Fortnightly, CXV. Sept. — on Some 
Dramas of Gabriele d'Annunzio. 
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1901 

Quarterly Review No. 387. Oct — Mod- 
em Troubadours. 

New Library Rev. L April. — The Impres- 
sionist in Art. 

Harper. Oct. — The Houseless: The Hotel 
of the Beautiful Star (»7/.). 

Art Journal XVH. Aug. (ill.). — ^Taor- 
mina Sicily: a Suburb of the Sun (ill.). 

Pall Mall Mag. XXV. Dec. (ill.).— A Lit- 
erary Friendship: Mr. Swinburne and Mr. 
Watts-Dunton at The Pines (ilL). 

M. A. P. CXVII (Chapters of Autobiogra- 
phy).—" In the Days of My Youth " («.). 

1902 

Harper's. June, Vol. XLIV.— Sk Walter 
Scott's Land (ill.). 

Harfer'b.— July, Vol. XL/J^.— Capt'n Gold- 
sack (poem). 

Harper's. Sept.— Vol. XLIV.— R. L. Ste- 
venson's Country (Ul.). 

Quarterly Review No. 389. My. — on 
Italian Poets of Today. 

1903 

Harper. AprU, Vol. XLV. Sicily: Land of 
Theocritus. 

Pal Mall Mag. Vol. XXIX.— The Coun- 
try of Charles Dickens, (ill.). 
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Pall Mall Mag. VoL XXIX. — The Coun- 
try of George Eliot (ill.). 

Pall Mall Mag. Vol XXIX. — The Coun- 
try of Sir Walter Scott, I (ill.). 

Pall Mall Mag. VoL XXX. — The Coun- 
try of Sir Walter Scott, II (UL). 

Pall Mall Mag. Vol. XXX. Through 
Nelson's Duchy (ill.). 

Pall Mall Mag. Vol. XXX.— The Lake 
of Geneva (ill.). 

Pall Mall Mag. Vol. XXX.— The Eng- 
lish Lakes (UL). 

Pall Mall Mag. VoL XXXII.— The Car- 
lyle Country (ilL). 

1904 

Atlantic Monthly. ApriL The Sicilian 
Highlands. 

190S 
Pall Mall Mag. New Series No. I. — Mod. 

ern Athens (UL). 

Pall Mall Mag. New Series No. I. — 

Dream Wind. 

Pall Mall Mag. New Series No. I. — 

Honeymoon Rose. 

Pall Mall Mag. New Series No. I. — 

Echoes of Joy. 

Pall Mall Mag. New Series No. II. — 

Blossoms of Snow. 
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1906 
Pall Mall MAa May. — It Happened in 

May (poem). 
Century LXXI. March I, April //.— The 

Gardens of the Sun. 
Century LXXI. — Route-Notes in Sicily 

(ill.) 
Century, p. 535. — The Portraits of Keats: 
with special reference to those by Severn 
(ill.). 

1907 
Harper. April. — Nightingale Lane (poem). 
Pall Mall Mag. Feb. — Content (poem). 
Pall Mall Mag. June. — Things in Gen- 
eral (poem). 
Country Life. AprU 2J. — Rainbow Shim- 
mer (poem). 

1908 
Theosophical Review XLL Feb. — The 
Whisperer (poem). 

1909 
Harper. Oct., p. 747. — on Titus Androni- 
cus (ill.). 

1910 
Camera Work (New York) XXXI.— 
Thoughts from a Note-Book. 

1912 
The Poetry Review. Vol. I, Jan. — The 
Sevenfold Need in Literature. 
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Contributions to Periodicals, 
English and American, 
Signed "Fiona Macleod." 

189s 
Evergreen I. Spring. — The Bandruidh 

(poem). 
Evergreen I. Spring. — Day and Night 

(poem). 
Evergreen I. Spring, — The Anointed Man. 
Evergreen II. Autumn. — Mary of the Gael. 

1896 
Evergreen III. Summer. — A Summer Air 

(poem). 
Evergreen III. Summer. — Under the 

Rowans (poem). 
Evergreen IV. Winter. — The Love-Kiss 

of Dermid and Graime." 
Evergreen IV. Winter. — The Awakening 

of Angus Ogue (poem). 
Evergreen IV. Winter. — When the Dew 

Is Falling (poem). 
Savoy. Nov. — Morag of the Glen. 

1897 
Harper. April. — Beneath the Rainbow 

(poem). 
To Songs and Tales of St. Columbia and 
His Age. Edinburgh. P. Geddes & Coll. 
13th Century. lona. 
The Festival of the Birds. 
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The Sabbath of the Fishes and Flies. 
The Moon-Child. 
The Flight of the Culdces. 

1898 
Dome. May. — Children of the Dark Star. 
Dome. Oct. — Monody of Isla the Sii^r 

(poem). 
Dome. Dec. — The Last Night of Artan the 

Culdee. 
English III. MAa Dec. — The Lords of 

Shadow (poem). 
Good Words, p. 245. — The Four Winds of 

Desire. 
Good Words, p. 595. — The Wells of Peace. 
Harper. Dec. — The White Heron. 
Literature Sept. No. 4J. Enya of the 

Dark Eyes." 
CbSMOPOLis. June. — The Wayfarer. 
L'HuMAMTE Nouvelle. Nov. — La Tris- 

tesse d'Ulad (translation). 
L'Ermitage. — Cravetheen the Harper. 

(Translated into French by Henri Davrai.) 

1899 
Dome. Jan. — The Secrets of the Night 

(poem). 
Dome. Mar. — A Field for Modern Verse. 
Dome. Dec. — Balva the Monk (poem). 
Dome. Dec. — The Lament of Ian the Proud 

(poem). 
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Fortnightly. June. — A Group of Celtic 
Writers. 

Fortnightly. Nov. i, Dec. ii. — The Di- 
vine Adventure. 

1900 

Nineteenth Century. Nov. — on Carmina 

Godelica. 
Nineteenth Century, p. 825. — on The Gael 

and His Heritage." 
Fortnightly. March i, April 11. — lona. 
Fortnightly. Nov. — The Immortal Hour 

{drama). 
National Review. July. — The House of 

Usna {drama). 
Contemporary Review. May, p. 669. — 

Celtic: an Essay. 

1901 

Fortnightly. Oct. — Through the Ivory 
Gate (10 poems). See American Edition 
1901 of From the Hills of Dream. 

1902 

Contemporary. Oct. — Sea Magic and Run- 
ning Water. 

Contemporary. Oct. — CuHdh Mhoire. 

Contemporary. Dec. — The Lynn of 
Dreams. 

Living Age. Jan. 11. — Singer in the Woods 
{poem). 
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1903 
Fortnightly. Feb. — The Four Winds of 

Eirinn. 
Fortnightly. June. — The Sunset of Old 

Tales. 
Fortnightly. Nov. — The Woman at the 

Crossways. 
Monthly Rev. Jan. — The Magic King- 
doms. 
Country Life. July 4, — Deidre Is Dead 

{poem). 
Country Life. July 15. — Song in My 

Heart {poem). 
Country Life. July 25. — Aileen the Happy. 
Country Life. Aug. 2g. — Leaves, Shadow 

and Dreams {poem). 
Country Life. Oct. 10. — At the Coming of 

the White Swans {poem). 
Country Life. Oct. 24. — Sorrow {poem). 
Country Life. Dec. 5. — The Weaver of 

Snow {poem). 
Country Life. Dec. 5. — The Cross of the 

Dumb {poem). 
Country Life. Dec. 26. — A Cry on the 

Wind {poem). 

1904 
Country Life. Jan. 23. — Invocation to 

Sleep {poem). 

Country Life. Feb. 13. — I-Brazil {poem). 
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Country Life. Feb. 20. — Sorrow on the 

Wind (poem). 
Country Life. March 12. — Song of the 

Apple Trees (poem). 
Country Life. April 2. — Flame on the 

Wind (poem). 
Country Life. April p. — Fatality in the 

Magic Drama, afterwards incorporated 

into the Foreword to the -Dramas in Vol. 

VII of the Collected Edition (1911). 
Country Life. May 28. — Dreams Within 

Dreams (poem). 

Country Life. June 11. — The Mountain 
Charm (ill.). 

Country Life. July 4. Summer Clouds 

Country Life. Sept. 10. — The Sea-Spell 
(ill.). 

Country Life. Sept. 17. September. 
Country Life. Oct. i. — The Tides (i7/.). 
Country Life. Oct. 15. — Still Waters. 
^e Country Life. Nov. 5. — The Mountain 

Charm. 

\t Country Life. Nov. 19. The Pleiad 

Month. 

Country Life. Nov. 26. Running Wa- 
[0 ters. 

Country Life. Dec. 17. — The Milky Way. 
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Country Life. Dec, 24. — St. Christopher of 

the Gael {poem). 
Harper. April — The Cup {poem). 
Harper. April— ''Tht Cup" {poem). 
Academy. March 11. — On a Redbreast 

Singing at the Grave of Plato {poem). 
North American Rev. — /, p. 685; II, p. poo. 

— The Irish Muse. 
Pall Mall Mag. Jan. — The Dirge of the 

Four Cities {poem). 
Pall Mall Mag. May-June. — The King's 

Ring {Tale). 
Theosophical Rev. XXXV Sept.— A 

Dream. 
Fortnightly. Dec. — The Winged Destiny. 

190S 
Theosophical Rev. XXXVI. — The Secret 

Gate {poem). 

Academy. — Two Old Songs of May. 

Pall Mall Mag. Vol II. — Children of 
Wind and Clan of Peace. 

Country Life. Jan. 21. — ^Where the For- 
est Murmurs. 

Country Life. Feh. 4. — The Sons of the 
North Wind. 

Country Life. Feb. ii-iS. — Winter Stars 
I and II. 

Country Life. Feb. 25. St. Bridget of the 
Shores. 
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Country Life. March i8, — The Shadow 

{poem). 
Country Life. March 28. — The Heralds of 

March. 
Country Life. April 15, The Bells of 

Youth {poem). 
Country Life. April 15. The Tribe of the 

Plover. 
Country Life. April ^p. — The Wild Apple. 
Country Life. May 20, — Mo Bron {poem). 
Country Life. June 10. — Roseen Dhu 

{poem). 
Country Life. June //. — The Clans of the 

Grass. 
Country Life. July 8. — The Rearguard of 

Spring. 
Country Life. Aug. 5. The Coming of 

Dusk. 
Country Life. Aug. ip. — The Dirge of the 

Clan Subhail {poem). 
Country Life. Aug. 25. — At the Rising of 

Moon. 
Country Life. Oct. 21. — Peace {poem). 
Country Life. Nov. 4. — The Gardens of 

the Sea. 
Country Life. Nov. ij. — The Shrew 

Mouse {poem). 
Country Life. Nov. j8. — The Rose of 

Night {poem). 
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Q)UNTRY Life. Dec. 23. — Beyond the Blue 

Septentrion. 

1906 
Fortnightly. — The Turn of the Tide. 
Pall Mall MAa May. — Dahut the Red. 
Country Life. April 21. — The Awakener 

of the Woods. 
Country Life. Xmas No. — The Death 

Fairy. 
Current Lit. — Fount of Joy (poem). 
Current Lit. — Prayer of Women (poem). 
Living Age. — Time. 

1907 
Theosophical Rev. XL., July, — Peace 
(poem). 

1910 
The Quest Review. Vol, I, Jan. — Frag- 
ments from the Notebooks of Fiona Mac- 
leod. 

Signed Articles and Reviews 

on 
William Sharp and "Fiona Macleod." 

1887 

Victorian Poets. 13th Edition. By Ed- 
mund Clarence Stedman. On W.S. in 
Supplementary Chapter. Boston and New 
York. Houghton Mifflen & Co. 
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1892 
The Poets and Poetry of the XIX Cen- 
tury. Edited by Alfred H. Mil6s. Vol. 
VIII. On William Sharp, by James Ash- 
croft Noble. London. Hutchinson & Co. 

1894 
The Chapbook. Sept. 15.— On William 
Sharp's Poem, by Bliss Carmen. Chicago. 
Stone & Kimball. 

1895 
The Bookman. Aug. — Fiona Macleod, a 

New Writer. 

1897 
Academy. April. — Fiona Macleod and the 

Celtic Movement. 

Yale Mag. March. — Tha Mi Dubhachas; 
a Celtic Appreciation. By Benj. B. Moore. 
U. S. A. 

1900 

Fortnightly. June. — The New Mysticism. 
By Ernest Rhys. Afterwards printed in 
The Bibelot, Vol. VIII, No. 11 (1902), 
published by T. B. Mosher. Portland, 
Maine, U. S. A. 

1902 

Harvard Monthly. Xmas No. — Miss Fi- 
ona Macleod and the Cdtic Movement.'' 

1903 
The Young Man. April — A Literary Wan- 
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dcrer: The Career of Mr. William Sharp. [ 

1904 

Fortnightly. Dec. — The Winged Destiny 

and Fiona Macleod. By Ethel Goddard. 

190S 
NoRD UND SuD. Sept. — Alt Islands Sagen- 

literature, von Beda Prilipp. 
Country Life. Dec. 22. — " Fiona Macleod," 

a poem, by R. G. T, C. 
Le Temps. Dec. 20. — Unc Enigme Litter- 

aire — Rene Praux. 
Le Mercure de France. Jan. — "LTdee 

Celtique dans Tceuvre de Fiona Macleod." 

By Thos. B. Rudmose-Brown. 
L'EuROPfeN. — "William Sharp and Fiona 

Macleod." By Thos. B. Rudmose-Brown. 

1906 
The Dawn. Vol. VL, F^&.— "Fiona Mac- 
leod: Some Personal Recollections." By 

" Memnon." 
North American Rev. Oct 5. — The Art 

of Fiona Macleod. By Lawrence Gilman 
Bookman. Jan. — "Fiona Macleod." By 

Alfred Noyes. 
Bookman. Feb. 22. — Sharp and Fiona 

Macleod. 
The Critic (New York). May. — Fiona 

Macleod. By Lilian Rea. 
Book News (U. S. A.) No. 24, p. jpj. — 
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On the Identity of William Sharp. By 
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on ** Fiona Macleod." By Edward McGe- 

gan. 
Current Literature, No. 40. Feb. — Au- 
thor with a Dual Personality. 
Fortnightly, No. 85. Jan. — " Fiona Mac- 

leod," poem by Alfred Noyes. 
Fortnightly, No. 85. March. — Sharp and 

Fiona Macleod. By Katherine T)man. 

1907 

North American Review. April 5. — Fi- 
ona Macleod and Her Creator. By Cath- 
erine A. Janvier. 

Century. May. — William Sharp and Fi- 
ona Macleod. 

Hochland (Miinchen). July i. — Die Heb- 
riden und ihr Dichter. von Beda Prillip. 

1908 

Century. Proteus, poem to W. S. by 
Ernest Rhys. 

1909 

New Ireland Rev. on From the Hills of 
Dream. By Ethel Goddard Davidson. 
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1910 

Academy. Nov. — on A Worshipper of 
Beauty. 

T. P.'s Weekly. Nov. 4.— on The Three 
Fiona Macleods. By Reginald R. Buckley. 

The Occult Rev. on William Sharp and 
Fiona Macleod: Two Aspects of Personal- 
ity. By Arthur E. Waite. 

191 1 

The Pathway (University Press of Sewanee, 
Tennessee). Vol. V, No. 4. — William 
Sharp (Fiona Macleod). By W. Stanley 
Braithwait. 

Journal for Psychical Research, No. 
CCLXXVIII, Vol. X. ^^n/.— Duality in 
the Case of William Sharp. 

The Outlook (New York), July i. — on 
Viking and Celt. 

Vision (New York). Vol. I, No. L— on 
Celtic Sunrise and Its Light for America. 
By John Collier. 

Also 

William Sharp, Fiona Macleod. A Mem- 
oir. Compiled by Mrs. William Sharp. 
London, Wm. Heinemann. New Yorky 
Duffield & Co. 
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